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PREFACE. 



The Autobiography of Maude Bolingbroke, 
with its sequelj originally appeared in an excel- 
lent monthly periodical, viz., " The English- 
woman's Magazine." It is published in a 
separate volume, at the request of inany readers, 
both friends and strangers. There are those 
who object to religions tales under any form 
whatever, and certainly it is not quite honest 
to write a regular novel, gamished with a 
few religions sentiments^ and then eall it a 
" religions tale." But the simple exemplifica- 
tion of truth or error, in the characters of a 
story which does not consist purely of event, 
cannot surely be considered in this light. 



VI PREFACE. 

There are those who will never penise what 
they call theological books, even the simplest ; 
but they will read with avidity a tale written 
on scriptural grounds, however little it may 
contain to excite the imagination. Now it is 
an acknowledged faet, that this kind of litera- 
ture, viz., those commonly called " religions 
tales/* {not religious novels,) have considerable 
influence over the minds of people at large, 
particularly young people. The enemies of 
scriptural truth are well aware of this. Roman- 
ists, SLy, and Romanizers know it right well; 
and cleverly do they bring forth their little 
volumes of faet or fiction, as the case raay be. 
They are generally well written, well edited, 
and well patronised too ; for the tåres sown 
years and years ago are springing up, and in 
their turn dropping the seed on the weedy 
ground of the unregenerate human heart; so 
that the noxious piants are rapidly multiplying ; 
and so goodly is their outward appearance, and 
so quick their growth, that the unwary may 
well take them for real trees planted by " the 
rivers of waters," in the garden of the Lord. 



PREFACE. Vn 

If the lovers of Gospel truth do not write their 
scripture-founded and scripture-proved senti- 
ments arrayed in attractive garb, the opposers 
of that blessed Gospel will write theirs founded 
on man's invention, and proved by human tra- 
ditions. There have been instances known in 
which " a word in season " has been found in 
the pages of a tale whose principles are founded 
on pure Bible truth, and that one single word 
or sentence has proved instrumental to the 
saving of an immortal soul. It is written, 
"Cast thy bread upon the waters, and thou 
shalt find it after many days ; " and he or she 
who writes of the " truth as it is in Jesus," and 
sends it forth to the world in a humble and 
trusting spirit, will assuredly one day reap the 
fruit which, though it may be but the know- 
ledge of one single instance wherein a thought- 
less or wavering one has been led to discem 
truth from error, will be exceedingly precious. 
That the present little work may be blessed 
in the exposure of those false doctrines which 
now so sadly flourish in our fair Christian 



VIU PRBFACE. 

land, and in the setting forth of his Gospel 
who said, " / am the way, the truth, and the 
life," is the earnest desire and prayer of 

THE AUTHOR. 
Birkenheady Januaryy 1849. 
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CHAPTER I. 

There are, comparatiTely speaking, few persons 
who are contented to die, and leave no record 
behind them ; and there is certainlj something 
melancholy in the reflection, that, when a few 
more suns have risen and set, a few more moons 
waxed and waned, we shall have yanished from 
the earth, unremembered and unlamented. 
Such, however, is not the feeling which induces 
me to give to the world these pages, wherein 
are recounted much of sorrow and sadness, 
many wanderings and dark eirors, and yet 
convincing evidence of infinite mercy, received 
from the Hånd which led me out of the mazes 
of a fearful and soul-destroying superstition. 
The snowdrops of spring are opening now, and 

B 
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I gaze upon their pure white forms, and believe 
that they are the last which I shall ever see ; for 
ere another glad summer and glowing autumn 
shall have passed. and another dreary winter 
and enUveidng spring have retnmed; I shall 
no longer be an inhabitant of this world of 
sin and aorrow. Before I depart bence, and 
am no more seen, I would make known the free, 
unmerited grace and mercy of Him who has 
called me out of darkness into His marveUous 
light; — out of darkness, do I say? yes, out 
of more than Sgyptian darkness. As a brand 
from the burning, as a lamb from the gripe of 
an insatiate wolf, as a bird from the snare of 
the fowler, so has His almighty power snatched 
me from the delusions and the fetters which 
once bound my inmost soul. In these days, 
when the Mystery of Iniquity is glossed over, 
and the errors of that false Church are dis« 
seminated and vindicated, and disguised by 
modifications and gaudy trappings and tinseU 
lings, and when abominable things-are called 
by soft names, and dU to entarap the unwary — 
in these days, then, surely it is a blessed pri vilege 
to lift up one's voice against the artifices 
and deceits by which Popery is making such 
rapid strides in our beloved country ; and now 
that Tractarianism is setting herself up as a 
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reconciler and a peace-maker between two 
spiritual powets, which, if each acted according 
to its professions, coiild no more ally with each 
other than fire and water — now that the Anglo^ 
Catholic tells ns of transubstantiation and cre- 
dence-tablesy and bagioscopes, and heaps of 
mununery, wbicb seem, and indeed are, only 
means whereby the downward road which leads 
from Protestantism to Bomanism may be ren- 
dered more slippery, more smooth, and its 
declivity more impercepiible ; now that all 
these signs of the advancing power of Anti- 
christ are thickemng around us, surely the 
blessing is dottbled and trebled when we are 
enabled to raise a waming-note against the 
advance of the enemies of our absent Lord- 
for as such must all be accounted, who would 
give us for advocates and intercessorshisblessed 
mother, or saints and angels, and thereby de- 
tract from the kingly power and priestly o£Sce 
of Him in whose hånds alone are retained the 
keys of life, 

My father was an English gentleman, possess- 
ing a large patemal estate in Yorkshire, caUed 
Bolingbroke Hall ; he was an elderly man when 
he married my mother, who was many years 
younger than himself : and how two such dis- 
similar spirits ever came to unite their fates 

B 2 
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WBS always a mysterj to all vnih whom thej 
associated. He was gloomy and reserved, and 
at times hauglity and imperious; she wås gentle 
and playful, lovely to look upon^ and still 
lovelierin mind and disposition. She was a 
widow, With one little girl, when my father 
first saw her; and perhaps the circumstance 
that she was but poorly provided for^ and that 
the little she possessed was litigated with every 
chance of success on the part of her opponent, 
might have induced her to give her hånd where 
certainly she must have feared to bestow her 
heart. I was their only child, and Annie, my 
half-sister, was six years older than myself. 
My mother died when I was about ten years of 
age. I remember well the last hours of her 
life. It was a summer evening of exceeding 
beauty ; the sun had gone down, and the fair 
moonlight was sleeping on the stately woods 
and groves of our park; the melody of the 
nightingale's strain came ever and anon on the 
rose and jessamine-scented breeze, as Annie 
and I were kneeling by ihe bedside of our 
beloved mother. She spoke first to Annie, 
beseeching her to watch over me with maternal 
care, to teach me the knowledge of Christ our 
Saviour, and never to leave me till I had at- 
tained sufficient wisdom to guide myself; and 
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then she told me to sit by her on the bed, and 
sbe laid her hånds on my head, and gave me 
her blessing, and whispered many sweet words 
of advice and tender eounsel ; and never, in the 
darkest hour of error, did those gentle, half- 
breathed tones depart from my memory. I 
wept so violently that my attendants conveyed 
me to my chamber, exhausted, and ahnost 
insensible. The next morning, when I opened 
my eyes, my sister Annie stood beside me. I 
Idoked at her earnestly, and read the truth in 
her pale cheek and swollen eyes. 

** Come, dear Maude," she said, " it is time 
to rise. Roberts shall dress you in my room." 

"But, manmia?" I said inquiringly ; "cani 
not see her this morning?" 

Annie did not answer for some moments; 
she opened the window, and looked into the 
garden below ; but I could see that her tears were 
falling fast. Then she turned to me, and sitting 
down on the side of my Ktde bed, she kissed me, 
and said, '*We have no mother now, dearest 
Maude; our dear, dear mother is gone to 
heaven ; she can never come to us again ; but if 
we love God as she loved Him, He will take us 
when we die, to live with Him, for ever ; and 
then wé shall see dear niamma once more, and 
there is no death nor parting in heaven." 
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I have not now time nor space to tell how 

sweetly my gentle sister strove to comfort me : 

for many days I refused all consolationy and 

made myself actually iU with grief ; and Aimie 

never left me ; she sat with me all day, and 

told me of that happy place where our mother 

was gone, and she spoke of the white raiment 

and golden crowns that were given to the in- 

habitants of that New Jerusalem; how they 

sang the song of Moses and the Lamb ; and 

how they would never again feel sorrow, or 

sighing, or pain, for that God himself had 

wiped away all tears from their eyes ; and at 

night she folded me in her arms, and soothed 

me, and sang sweet hymns, till I feU asleep. 

Often did I wonder how Annie bore the death 

of her almost idolized mother with so much 

more equanimity than myself. Ididnotknow 

the reason until long afterwards, but I know it 

now ; my sweet sister had leamed to sorrow not 

as those who have no hope, but as believing 

that ^'them which sleep in Jesus will God 

bring with Him." 

Years passed on; and Annie fulfilled to the 
utmost of her power her dying mother's injunc- 
tion. We had govemesses and tutors ; but she 
did not remain long under their control ; at the 
age of eighteen she finally quitted the school- 
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room, but I remained at mj studies until I 
had completed my twentieth year. I had 
leamed to play and sing well, to draw a Uttle, 
and to speak with tolerable fluency the French 
and Italian languages. Owing to my fsdher's 
retired and almost gloomy disposition, which 
had increased to a settled melancholy since the 
death of his wife, we saw veiy little society— 
indeedy it was a rare thing when a guest crossed 
our threshold. Annie took my mother's place, 
as mistress of the establishment ; and when my 
instructors had finally given up their charge, I 
aided her in her plans and devices for the good 
of our poor neigbbours. There was a dame- 
scho(d in the village, and Annie materially 
improved its very imperfect regime ; she visited 
it almost daily, and a reproof from Miss Lind* 
say was dreaded more than any punishment 
which the worthy schoolmistress could have 
inflicted, I was rather more than twenty-one, 
when a total change awaited me; my fathev 
died very suddenly, and I became the sole and 
uncontrolled mistress of all the Bolingbroke 
estates. The small property which . my mother 
possessed before her second marriage had met 
with other claimants; and although, at the 
entreaty of his wife, my father had promised 
to settle a proper portion upon Annie, it waa 
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foundj after his death, that nothing of the kind 
had been done^ and consequentlj my sister was 
entirely dependantupon my generosity. 

Séveral months passed away, and we began 
to form plans for the future. We were as well 
read on general topics as most females ; and we 
longed to see with our own eyes other scenes 
than those which we had beheld from childhood. 
Annie had a faint remembrance of the breezy 
hills and heather downs of her native Caledo- 
nia; but I had never strayed mote than ten 
miles from Bolingbroke. I had heard of the 
great metropoUs ; and of towns and cities where 
battles had been fought and won ; and now I 
determined that I would* see them for myself. 
It was late in the autumn when we left Boling- 
broke, imder the escort of our kind rector^ who 
eonducted us to London, and there found for 
us a worthy old lady, who had known better 
days, to aet as our chåperone. We called on 
several persons in town, with whom ,'we knew 
our parents had been aequainted, and they re* 
ceived us very kindly, and visited us often in 
return. We did not remain very long in Lon- 
don ; the bustle of the place was uncongenial, 
and, at the advice of our chåperone, Mrs. 
Bumett, we bent our steps towards Winchester, 
with the intention of remaining there during 
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the winter^ if we found it agreeable. We had 
spent several davs near Winchester, and were 
begimiing to feel vexy conrfortable L our new 
abode, when one aftemoon we went into the 
city to make purchases. It was later than we 
expected before we tumed our steps homewards, 
and as we crossed the cathedral church-yard, the 
sound of chanting came to our ears^ wafted by 
the wind. 

" Let us go in^ Miss Bolingbroke/' said Mrs. 
Bumett; ^'I am sure Miss Lindsay will not 
object." 

We readily assented, and in a few moments 
stood within the ancient^ beautiful pile. The 
first lesson was being read when we entered; 
and we stood for some minutes at the western 
extremify of the building^ lost in admiration^ 
a^ our gaze swept from one end to the other of 
the splendid perspective. The twilight was 
rapidly stealing over each long aisle and each 
ancient monument ; and when it became almost 
dark, the scene might have been taken for 
some romantic picture of the olden time* On 
the steps which led to the entrance of the choir, 
were two lamps, shedding a faint trembling ray 
over the high dim arches and the costly sculp- 
tured tombs; and when we wandered into 
other parts of the cathedral, amid the relics of 
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the royal dead, and the chapels and minor altan 
whereon the idalatrous mass had formerlj heea 
offeredy we stood and gazed at the deeper yet 
majestic gioom which reigned over the sacred 
building, and listened to the chanting recitative 
of the officiating minister, followed by the 
swelling Amen from the organ and the choris*- 
ters ; the echo rose into the darkest recesses of 
the groined and arched roof, and died away, 
and retuméd again, as though unwiUing to qidt 
the noble and beautiful tracery of each tall 
pillar and caxved screen. At last the anthem 
commenced. I had never, llien, heard aught 
so melodious, as the sweet voices of the chorifr- 
ter boys and the deep bass, and the rich tenor 
of the senior singers, and the long loud notes of 
the organ, as, blended in one harmonions strain, 
they rose to the roof of the choir, and fioated 
as it were into the recesses of the consecrated 
edifice. I remember how my heart beat with 
strong emotion; how I longed to imite my 
voice in that choral hymn ; and when it ceased, 
and no voice was heard in that darksome cathe- 
dral, save the deep-toned voice of tlie reader 
from his stall, I trembled lest my companions 
should speak, and (as I deemed it) profane the 
awful beauty of that hour« Presently the 
service was concluded, and we were then far 
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away from the choir, undemeath the large 
western window : and the doors being thrown 
open^ we saw the white-robed priests and 
choristers glide through the distant aisles in 
the dim light of the two lamps which lighted 
the principal part of the cathedral^ and finallj 
disappear^ or vanish as it were^ amid the deep 
Saxon arches. 

After we were again in the open air, Annie 
made some comment upon the beautiful archi- 
tecture of the cathedral. 

"Beautiful! Annie," said I ; "it is morethan 
beautiful, the dim twilight stealing in at those 
distant windows, and those unearthlj voices ! I 
could have knelt on those cold stones, and 
prayed and praised as I never did before ! 
Why are not eathedrals more numerous? 1 
wiU go every day, Annie." 

My sister answered« " I think, dear Maude« 
it is very delightful to hear such sweet sounds, 
and to see the temples of God so richly adorned 
by the art of man — ^but I do not like the kind 
of feeling, which in some minds it causes." 

" What kind of feeling ? " I asked. " I never 
felt so devotional in my life." 

" Are you sure it was devotion ? " said Annie ; 
" was it not excitement ? " 



12 THE AUTOBIOORAPHY OF 

" Surely not, " I retumed ; " surely not. 
When I stood within those walls and heard tliose 
Yoices, I felt that I must worship some unseen 
power." 

** I fear that is a dangerous feeling, Maude," 
replied Annie; "we are not to worship an 
unknown God ; the worship which the Almighty 
accepts must come from alowly, penitent heart; 
a heart that offers up its prayers and praises, 
conscious of the defilement of sin, yet humbly 
looking to the blood of Jesus to sprinkle them, 
and present them pure and spotless to the 
Father. Many persons mistake feeUng and 
erxcitement for real devotion ; and I do think, 
Maude, that we should carefully guard against 
falling into this error." 

" How can I guard against it ? " I asked. 

" By praying to God, my dear sister, that by 
his Holy Spirit, and for the sake of his beloved 
Son, he will grant you light and knowledge to 
serve him axight, in sincerity and truth ; and 
by reading with humble, seeking faith, the 
Holy Scriptures, which we know are able to 
make us wise unto salvation." ' ^ 

I made no further answer, and the subject 
was not renewed ; but the next day, and many 
succeeding days, found me paying two regular 



MAUDE BOLINGBROKE. 13 

visits to the cathedral ; and this I called going 
to matins and vespers, as being more poetical 
than morning and evening service. 

Thus was the ground of my heart rendered 
fit to receive false impressions ; and in the se- 
quel of my story, my readers will see how the 
seed of error was sown ; and how, alas ! it was 
fostered and cultivated by myself. I do not 
blame the beautiful cathedral service. No. I 
love that " heavenly mode of worship." The 
evil lay in my own heart. That heart was full 
of high thoughts of intellect, and sentiment, 
and such like vanity. For years the fire had 

with aught that could in any way fan the 
flame, it arose and bumed mightily. I was, 
by this time, a profound worshipper of some- 
thing sublime, beautiful, and awful; but I 
knew not what ; and though my gentle sister 
would daily have taught me some sweet Gospel 
lesson, I tumed a deaf ear to her counsels, and 
went my own way, in all the pride of self-will 
and self-sufficiency. 



CHAPTER II. 

The new year commenced, and brought with 
it bright clear weather, which continued during 
the whole of Januarj and tbe succeeding month. 
We had as yet made no aequaintance in the 
"venerable city;" but ere long I found one 
who professed herself wiUing to be my friend ; 
one who, alas! will long be remembered, as 
being the instrument to help forward that dark 
page of my life — ^my apostasy from the Pro- 
testant faith. But before I revert to her, I 
must mention one event which took place prior 
to my introduction to this lady. Oné evening, 
Annie proposed to accompany me to the cathe- 
dral. I did not much relish the proposal, for 
my absurd enthusiasm had risen to that height, 
that I really felt the presence of a second person 
to be a positive infliction. I loved so much to 
stand in silent awe, and contemplate the solemn 
and almost matchless beauty of that glorious 
sanctuary, and to watch the fading twilight 
steal away from the fretted roof and dark 
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recesses above— leaving what Tractarians, quot- 
ing Milton, kaye since caUed, a ** dim religious 
light." Alas ! for the religion which dwells in 
lights, and arclutecture» and tones. But I did 
love Annie then, and I would not willingly 
have grieved her, so I consented ; and in a few 
minutes we found ourselves taking the road to 
Winchester, by the king's gate, which leads 
immediately into the cathedral close. Beauti- 
ful as cathedral service ever is, that aftemoon 
«urpassed all I ever heard before or since ; the 
oJBiciating clergyman possessed a voice of sin- 
gular richness and melody; the choristers 
appeared to unite every thought and effort in 
their sweet duty ; and Annie and myself were 
seated in the gallery, looking down from which, 
the choir presents a most interesting scene; 
with the throne and stalls so quaintly carved 
in dark oak, and the beautiful screen which 
separates the chancel from the chapels behind, 
bearing on its richly wrought surface a few 
faint glimmering rays of amethyst and gold, 
cast through the western window by the setting 
sun, which at that time of the year assmned a 
position which appeared to bring it on a level 
with that deep-stained casement, and conse- 
quently to reflect a few indistinct parting gleams 
to the eastem end of the church. When the 
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ærvice was concluded^ and we were again tra^ 
▼ersing the hard frozen meadows in our way 
home, Annie obseryed, that she had neyer more 
thoroughly enjojed the beautiful and sublime 
service of our Church, than she had done on 
that aftemoon. 

'^ Indeedi" I replied rather satirically, ** indeed, 
Annie, you do surprise mé. I thought you did 
not like eathedral worship ; did you not preach 
to me about the force of imagination, and 
musical and poetical religion, and much more 
to the same effect ? " 

Annie replied, ^* Maude, dearest, you and I 
are dear sisters, are we not ? and we may tell 
each other of our faults and our errors without 
fear of giving offence." 

** Certainly," I replied, rather puzzled to 
know what might foUow this Strange prefix. 

" Then, Maude," returned' my sister, " you 
will not be angry when I tell you, that I never 
meant to proclaim any dissatisfaction with the 
eathedral service in itself ; it was the spirit in 
which you appeared to participate in these 
sacred acts of devotion, that I disapproved. 
You appeared to me to worship the eathedral 
itself, the music — ^in short, an unknown God. 
Is it not so, dear Maude ? " 

'^ No, Annie, I am sure I did not worship the 



MAUDE BOLINGBROKE. 17 

stones of the building^ or the sweet soundis 
either," I answered : " but tell me, what did 
you worship, when you knelt, a few moments 
since, with your eyes closed and your hånds 
clasped ? " 

"I trust I worshipped the God who has 
promised to reveal his power and glory in the 
sanctuary. I hope I thought of that blessed 
Saviour and Mediator, through whom alone 
our poor sinful prayers are accepted at the 
mercy-seat, whether offered up in the closet, or 
in the temple which is consecrated for our use. 
Oh! Maude, I could not but feel my heart 
overflow with gratitude, when I remembered, 
that within that very house of prayer multitudes 
had bowed the knee to idols, and adored their 
wafer-god, setting aside the great and glorious 
Advocate by whom alone we come to the 
Father ; when I saw the deserted shrines, the 
Vacant niches, and the lonely altars, I cannot 
tell you how thankful I felt, that my lot was 
cast in these days, when the glorious light of 
Gospel truth beams all around us, and reveals 
the blessed Sun of Righteousness, who has 
arisen to give pardon and peace to all who cling 
to him as their sole rock and refuge; and 
excuse me, my beloved sister, when I tell you, 

c 



18 THE AUTOBIOORAPHT OF 

that the spirit which you appear to cheriah with 
regard to public worship is sadly tending to 
that dark, falsej and apostate Church, which 
spread the shroud of fatal error over the land, 
at the time when she sat enthroned in yonder 
fair sanctuaxy." 

'^ I suppose you mean the Catholic Church,'* 
I replied carelessly ; ^' but I know nothing about 
their religion. We think they are wrong, and 
they think we are wrong; so, after all, th^ 
question really is, what is error ? " 

" We have a standard," replied Annie, " an 
infallible standard ; let us bring every doctrine 
to the Bible, and by that test let it stand or 
faU. The Word Catholic is wrongly applied 
to that intolerant Church ; anything which is 
Catholic is universal, and can belong only to 
those who worship the Lord Jesus Christ in 
sincerity and truth. The members of that 
Church own the Pope as the head of the Church^ 
therefore their proper name is Papists, or Ro- 
manists ; for they foUow the doctrines of the 
Roman Church, without inquiring whether or 
not they are in accordance with the revealed 
wiU of God." 

" I am no theologian," I answered languidly ; 
" why, Annie, did I not know to the contrary. 
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I should feel assured that you had received 
your education in the university. ' Chacun å 
son gout/ is the motto for me." 

" For temporal and trivial affairs, this motto 
in some meåsure may answer/* replied my sister ; 
^* but when etemal salvation or damnation rests 
upon the decision, is it well to leave the matter 
to taste ? " 

« mat strong terms you use !" I said, rather 
angrily; and then I walked on a little in 
advance of my sister, singing as I went a part 
of Kent's beautiful anthem, ^^ Oh ! that I had 
wings like a dove/' &c. Ah! that was the 
music of the lips, not of the heart ; I did not 
really long to flee away from this world of sin 
and sorrow, and be at rest ; never was there a 
prouder or more imsanctified heart than mine : 
and, despite of wamings and gentle admonitions, 
I would pursue my own heedless way. In time 
the punishment came« 

Towards the end of January, I began to tire 
of the dim religions light and the long dreamy 
aisles; for the days became longer, and with 
their increasing length, my devotion visibly 
decreased ; and at last I gave up the cathedral, 
and went to walk every evening, when the 
weather permitted, on St. Katherine's Hill. 
This hyi, which is of considerable elevation, 

c 2 
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rises up from the banks of the little river 
Itchin ; its summit is crowned by a clump of 
fir-treesy and commands a fine view of the dis- 
tant city^ tbe cathedral, and college : and inune- 
diately below lies the ancient church of St. 
Cross, or St. Croix, with its gray tower and 
time-wom walls ; while the cloisters, the "hun- 
dred mennes hall," and the picturesque housed 
of the brethren who are supported by the 
charity, form three sides of a square whose velvet 
lawn is omamented by an antique sun-dial and 
many lovely shrubs and flowers. I used to 
think of the time when St. Cross had been (as 
I deemed it) in its glory, with hooded monks 
stealing along at even-tide, beneath the noble 
trees which grace the park-like meadows, or 
fiitting across the gray cloisters at the bidding 
of the vesper-bell. On several evenings I re- 
marked a lady, who like myself, appeared to be 
taking an evening stroU; she was apparently 
about forty years of age ; she was tall and of 
majestic form, and, to my mind, her counte- 
nance was extremely beautiful. Three times 
we passed and repassed each other, and gra- 
dually I became so interested in the unknown 
lady, that I longed to speak to her; but a 
certain degree of haughtiness in her face and 
mien deterred me. At length fortune fevoiured 
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me, (at least I thought so then ;) but I know 
now, that He who suffereth not a sparrow to 
fall to the ground without his knowledge, 
ordereth all things according to his will. Oh ! 
that I had sooner leamt to say, " Give me, O 
Lord, not what I wish, but what I want." 
That is a beautiful clause in one of the con- 
cluding prayers of our Liturgy, " Fulfil now, 
O Lord, the desires and petitions of thy ser- 
vants as may be most expedient for them." God 
only knows what is really expedient ; foolish, 
fretful man is Kke the child who cries for the 
glittering toy that will cut his fingers. But to 
return to St. Katherine's Hill. 

The majestic lady was wålking a little above 
me, and she dropped her bag, which commenced 
a downward course, and must inevitably have 
terminated its descent in the river, or in a 
chalk-pit, had I not interposed, and saved it 
from further danger. The owner of the bag 
smiled graciously, and, finding that I was a 
stranger, she gave me much information respect- 
ing the church and hospital of St. Cross ; and 
concluded with leading me down the hill by a 
shorter and more convenient road than the one 
which, from ignorance of any other, I had been 
accustomed to traverse. The next evening I 
met my unknown friend again, and from that 
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honr I datethefiistdecidedleaiiiiigstoPopeiy, 
which at last led me campletety into errar, into 
ingiatitiide, and into rejecdcm of the only way 
that leadeth nnto life. And uriiy was tliis per- 
mitted? becanæ, like tbe Israelites of old, I 
asked not ooonsel of the Lord: — ^"Crnide me 
with thy coimsel,'* said ane of old. Oh, thia is 
a fitting prayer for the spiritoal Israel, in their 
jonmey throogh the " gieat and terrible irilder- 
ness" of this dangeious world. The name of 
my new acqnaintance was Dmant. Mis. 
Durant was a widow, and childless, and she 
completely won my heart, by speaking of the 
beautifid mnsic which she had heard at the 
Romish cathedial in London. I thought of 
Annie's caution ; and I replied, '* Yes, it must 
be delightfol ; but is it not a pi^ that the poor 
worshippeis are deceived into thus serving 
other gods than the true and great Jehovah? 
Their service, you know, is idolatry.*' 

'* No, I do not know it,*' replied Mis. Durant, 
fixing upon me her splendid dark eyes ; '* you 
are so benevolent, and so charitable, that I am 
sure you would never form such a judgment 
yourself : who has taught you to hold these 
common but incorrect opinions t '* 

*' No one has taught me," I replied rather 
haughtily ; for I was too proud to acknowledge 
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that my sister's words formed the only criterion 
from which I spoke. 

•* Ah ! you axe so young, so enthusiastic/' 
retumed Mrs. Durant, " that I am certain a 
declaration so cold and harsh never came from 
your own heart ; but will you tell me wherein 
the Catholics worship idols ? " 

In kneeling down to images/' I answered : 

I once saw a poor woman myself, kneeling 
before a picture of the Virgin and an infant 
Jesus ; was this not idolatry ? " 

" Surely not ! " replied my companion, in 
apparent amazement; ^'she was worshipping 
the Divine persons whose resemblance only 
she viewed ; she never intended to pray to the 
painted representation." 

" I suppose you are a Catholic yourself," I 
said. 

" Thank Grod, I do belong to the only true 
Church, out of which there can be no salvation/' 
replied Mrs. Durant. 

Something like a feeling of horror came over 
me as Mrs. Durant pronounced these words. 
I thought of my gentle, lovely mother. I 
knew she was a Protestant ; and was it possible 
she was now enduring endless suffering? I 
made no answer^ and my friend proceeded to 
unfold the nature and doctrine of the Romish 
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religion ; and that so artfully, that my cheek 
glowed and my heart burned while she re- 
counted the many glories of the apostate Church. 
She finished by remarkinigy that the light was 
now beginning to break in on many Protestants, 
and that the first step of reconciliation between 
the Churches of Rome and of England was 
actually efFected. 

" And does not this prove the excellence of 
our cause ? " she continued ; '^ does it not speak 
Yolumes, that so many of the wisest and most 
devout of your clergy are reviving those forms 
and ceremonies which your fprefathers abolished, 
because they savoured of what they cailed 
Popery? Besides, no one ever heard of the 
Protestant Church before the reign of that 
wretched king, Henry VIII. ; and he, in order 
to gratify a guilty passion, introduced a new 
religion, to suit his own purposes. Surely it is 
foUy to bring a religion of more than eighteen 
hundred years' standing into competition with 
one which has existed but three centuries." 

I knew not what to say; but at length I 
answered, " I will be led by no one ; I will 
judge for myself." 

^^ I admire your noble decision and frank- 
ness of character," continued Mrs. Durant; 
"you have seen Protestantism all your life. 
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now allow me to show you Catholicism ; — but 
perhaps your friends will not permit you to aet 
thus candidly ? " 

" I have no patents or guardians/' I replied, 
" who can, in any degree, control my actions. 
My property is in my own hånds; my sister 
resides with me, but she possesses over me no 
legal authority whatever." 

We parted ; for the sun had gone down dur- 
ing our conversation, and a white mist fioated 
over the river. Several more interviews fol- 
lowed ; and then Mrs. Durant lent me some 
books to read, and extorted firom me a promise 
that I would go with her the next Sunday to 
the Roman Catholic Chapel at Southampton ; 
and also that I would pay a visit to the convent 
in a few days. 

It was not until the evening preceding the 
next Sabbath, that I told Annie that my new 
friend was a Papist, and that I intended to 
accompany her that very night to Southamp- 
ton, in order to be in readiness to attend the 
morning service. I had had the prudence to 
make some inquiries about Mrs. Durant, and 
I was satisfactorily informed that her cha- 
racter and position in life were imexceptionable. 
Annie, therefore, had nothing to urge on this 
score ; but , she became extremely pale, and 
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the tears sprang into her gentle eyes, as she 
exclaimed — 

^' Maude^ dearest Maude, do not^ I intreat 
jou, rush into temptation. With a disposition 
like yours, all enthusiasm and ardour, and 
totally unguided by Divine grace, what can be 
expected but that you will run into error? 
Remember our blessed mother. Whatwould 
she feel^ Maude, could she see her daughter 
bowing the knee in an idolatrous temple! 
Maude, my dearest sister^ do not go.** 

** But I have promised Mrs. Durant," I an- 
swered, ^^ and I cannot break my promise ; and 
you, as a religions person, would not, I am sure, 
wish me to yiolate an agreement." 

" Certainly not," said Annie^ ** but in this 
case you are committing sin by keeping your 
promise. If, in a moment of weakness, you 
consented to do evil, you are not compelled to 
continue your error, because you will keep 
your word ; this would be to * strain at a gnat, 
and swallow a camel.' " 

While Annie spoke, I was deliberately pack- 
ing up my dressing-case ; and when she ceased, 
I proceeded to take out my bonnet and other 
equipments. Annie saw that remonstrance was 
useless ; but her tears flowed fast, as she said, — 

** WeU, my beloved sister, I cannot prevent 
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your sin ; but once more I beg you to remem- 
ber OUT early days. Do you forget the jessa- 
mine arbour^ where our dear mother sat with 
TIS, and told us of the holy martyrs who perished 
for their faith ? Did not your little eyes sparkle 
and flash fire while you exclaimed, ' I will be a 
martyr, mamma, when I am a woman ?' And 
tha^vening when we went to gather primroses 
and violets in the beech-wood, do you remember 
how sweetly she told us of * the Lamb of God 
who taketh awåy the sins of the world?' and 
even then, she besought us never to listen to 
aught which was not founded on the Bible. 
She spoke of Romanism, and ezplained how, 
at the second coming of the Lord Jesus, Anti- 
christ — that is Popery — ^would be destroyed." 

I was touched by Annie's sweet pleading 
face, and by her words, which cailed back 
brightaBd bWd visions of departed yeaxs; 
but while I stood irresolute, Mrs. Durant's 
caxriage arriyed. I threw my axms around 
Annie's neck, and kissed her, begging her not 
to be uneasy, for that I would not on any 
account join in idolatrous worship, and I added 
as I left the room, *^ Mrs. Durant has assured 
me that CathoUcs never worship images; and 
she must know better than any other person 
whom we have met with." 
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In ten minutes I was on my way to South- 
ampton, and Mrs. Durant was describing to me 
the ceremony of taking the veil, which cere- 
mony she had lately witnessed in the case of 
her youngest sister. I listened — I heard — I 
admired, and I longed and determined to wit- 
ness with my own eyes what I now only knew 
by description ; and I wonderéd and marvelled 
at the power and glory of him " whose coming 
is after the working of Satan, wiih all power 
and signs and lying wonders." All this time 
MY Bible lay on my dressing-table, in its 
crimson velvet binding and golden ornaments 
and clasps ; but, alas ! unopened — ^unthought 
of! 



CHAPTER III. 

The next morning I accompanied my friend to 
the Roman Catholic chapel. Something like 
compunction stole over me when I found my- 
self kneeling by her side during the celebration 
of the idolatrous rites of Romanism. I could 
not banish from my mind what Annie had said 
to me on the preceding evening ; and several 
times during our return from the chapel I sighed 
so deeply, that Mrs. Durant inquired if I were 
unwell, I answered in the negative, but ad- 
mitted that I had been much affected by the 
service, A smile of triumph played on her 
beautifully-formed lips, while she replied in a 
low voice, " May the blessed Virgin grant that 
your emotion this day prove not transitory, 
but lasting and eifectual ; so that you may be- 
come ere long a professed member of the only 
true Church." 

I did not gainsay her wish, and she added, 
" But your sister is perhaps a zealous Pro- 
testant, and though you are not under her con- 
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trol, yet I presume^ Miss Bolingbroke, you 
would not wish to wound the feelings of so 
dear a relative." 

'' Annie is very much opposed to the Catho- 
lics," I repliedy ^'but I must make her acquainted 
with you^ and then I am sure her prejudices 
will gradually decay ; she knows your religion 
only in theoiy; she has never yet personally 
encoimtered a member of your Church; but 
come and spend next Thursday evening wilh 
me. I long to introduce you to Annie and to 
Mrs. Bumett." 

When I arrived at home that evening, my 
sister was pouring out the tea ; but she quitted 
her post to come and meet me, when she heard 
the carriage stop at the door. When we were 
seated round the table, I observed that Mrs. 
Bumett looked very grave, and that traces of 
tears were still perceptible on Annie's sweet face, 
though she bent continually over the tea-tray, 
evidently desirous to hide her agitation. I soon 
began to give my companions an animated de* 
scription of the ceremonies I had that day wit- 
nessed ; but for some minutes neither of them 
made any remark. I was beginning to feel vio* 
lently angry, and I have no doubt that the symp- 
toms of my irritation were visible upon my 
countenance as I tumed to Mrs. Bumett, and 
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inquired whether she would accompany me to 
Southampton on the next Sunday morning, 

The good old lady coloured, and was evi- 
dently discomforted; for she saw that my temper 
was rising^ and probahly dreaded the result, 
should her answer displease me. Nevertheless, 
she would make no compromise on a question 
of so much importance, and she replied, '^ In- 
deed, my dear Miss Bolingbroke, I must de- 
cline your invitation, for I could not conscien- 
tiously enter a Popish place of worship ;" and 
seeing the angry crimson mount to my brow, 
she added, " To any other place, dear young 
lady, I will cheerfully attend you ; only com- 
mand me, and I will go wherever you please, 
so that no sin is incurred by my doing so, — ^but 
indeed I cannot bow the knee in a Roman 
Catholic chapel." 

" And wherefore ?" I asked, haughtily enough. 

*' Because I love my Saviour," replied Mrs. 
Bumett ; " and loving him, I cannot endure to 
see his honour and glory given to another. 
When I hear saints and angels invoked, and 
implored to intercede on our behatf, my mind 
shrinks from the horrible blasphemy thus com- 
mitted ; for surely it is blasphemy, and that of 
the most outrageous description, thus to call 
upon dead men and women, and angels, as our 



åZ THE AUTOBIOGRAPHT OP 

Redeemers and Adyocates, and, in short, as our 
SaYiouTs.*' 

I replied bj that oft-repeated and oft-refuted 
argument, which Papists have used tiU it has 
literally become stale, '* Catholics do not pray 
to saints or angels ; they only ask them to 
intercede with God on their behalf." 

" Their forms of prayers and their litanies 
prove otherwise," replied Mis. Bumett. ** I 
myseif have heard Romanists pray to the Virgin 
to deliver them at the hour of death ; and at 
night they commit themselves to the care of 
their guardian angel, rather than to their God 
and Father : I know the Saviour, and God the 
Father, and God the Holy Ghost, are invoked 
at the commencement of most Romish prayers ; 
but Romanists do not seem to think that suffi- 
cient; for they add a long list of saints and 
mediators^ so that, after the few first petitions, 
we hear no more of God, but we are disgusted 
by invocations of St. Michael, St. Peter, St. 
Joseph, St. Thomas, and many more. I often 
think that those holy men of old would grieve 
deeply over the error to which their names have 
been used as giving countenance, could they, 
from their bright abode, witness the idolatry 
of the Roman Church : then, as for the popes, 
bishops, and viigins, whom in later years Papists 
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have thought fit to canonize, some of them I 
hope are in glory, giving praise to the Redeemer 
alone^ and ascribing to Him the who]e merit 
of their salvation ; but others, as we know from 
ihe records of history, so acted during their 
lifetime^ that, however charitably we may be 
disposed to judge concerning them, we cannot 
reasouably conclude that they are in any posi* 
tion to intercede for others, supposing even 
that we could forget that there is but one 
Intercessor^ even our Lord Jesus Christ." 

I could not answer Mrs. Bumett,. so I rose 
from the table and approached Annie, who was 
stooping over a flower-stand, and apparently 
gazing at the distant course of the river. Her 
tears were falling fast, and I knew too well the 
cause, but for form's sake I inquired what dis- 
tressed her so mueh. 

Aimie wiped away her tears, and repKed, 
" You have greatly grieved me, dearest Maude. 
I have wept much on your account since you 
left me last night ; and now my worst fears are 
confirmed, when I hear you defending the false 
and deluding doctrines of Popery." 

" Nay, Annie," I answered, " you ought not 
so severely to condemn what you call Popery ; 
for you have never studied its leading principles 
any more than I myself have done, nor indeed. 

D 
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aomnch; f(» Mrs. Dnruit bas kuidty explaiiied 
maiiy things which fonneify aeemed to me to 
be ezToiieoiis; and now, Tiewing them, as I do^ 
hy abe aid of instmction and an impiejiidiced 
mind^ I see them in a tnie light.'* 

''Wonld to God, Mandes yon had nevet 
seen Mis. Dmant!" exdaimed Annie, with an 
eneigj so nnnsoal, that I stood fixed with as- 
tonishment ; and my sister continned: — ^''you 
aie treading npon the biink of a piedpice ; yon 
wiU not implore Dirane gnidanee; and with 
yonr enthnaiastic preference for the suUime 
and the romantic, what can be ezpected ? Oh, 
Mande, pause befoie you resign your mind to 
Mis. Durant's inflnence. Ton have no excose ; 
you are heie in Protestant England, firee to aet, 
without compuhdon ; an open Bible is befoie 
you ; the pure Gospel is sounded in your eais ; 
and, most precious of all! Jesus himseif is 
waiting to bestow upon you the gift of His 
Holy Spirit, that your dark mind may be 
enlightened, and that, by the lamp of His Holy 
Word, you may discem the right path, and find 
grace to walk in it, even unto everlasting life.'* 
'^ Perhaps my mind is not quite so dark as 
you imagine,'* I said scomfully ; '^really, Annie, 
yon are growing superlatively wise in theologi- 
cal arguments !" 
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Annie regarded me with a look of the most 
intense love and compassion ; I had never seen 
such a look before^ and never have I witnessed 
aught like it since : it was such an expression as 
the children of this world cannot wear; so 
heavenly, so seemingly untainted by earthly 
passions, that it might weU have graced the 
brow of some glorified spirit, some rejoicing 
seraph, while gazing on a poor depraved mortal, 
rushing to wilful and certain destruction. Oh, 
that look ! I have never forgotten, I never shall 
forget, how the remembrance of that sad, sweet, 
imploring expression came back to my mind, 
and pierced my hard callous heart, like a 
dagger, as I stood alone in that green valley, 
gazing .... But I will not anticipate; my 
punishment was not yet. I will only say, that 
the time came when my inmost soul yearned to 
behold that blessed countenance once more, if 
it were but for one minute, that I might say, 
" Annie, forgive me !" Even now I seem to 
long for that dear voice, and those sweet sisterly 
reproofs ; but it cannot be. I will go to her, 
she cannot return to me ; and the time cannot 
be far distant. 

The next day I accompanied Mrs. Durant to 
the Winchester convent, and she introduced 
me to sevcral of the nuns, taking care to inform 

D 2 
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them preyiously, (as I afterwaids leamed,) that 
I was a yoimg lady of good familyy large for- 
tune, and my own mistress. Most gracioiisly did 
the ladies of this establishment leceive me; 
and I was invited to inspect the school belong- 
ing to the nunnery, a school in which many 
young people of the Romish faith, and of the 
highest respectability^ were receiving their edu- 
cation. I must do the inhabitants of Winches- 
ter the justice to remark, that, although the 
convent alForded means of instruction very 
superior to any which might otherwise be at- 
tained, among forty pupils I found only one 
Protestant; and before I left the city she 
had professed the Romish faith. Within b 
few months afterwards, however, when she 
perceived that death was approaching, this 
young lady found no peace in her new creed ; 
and after a long period of fear and agoni- 
zing suspense, she once more resumed the 
pure faith of Protestantism, and died, I have 
no doubt, contrite and humbled, on account of 
her apostasy, and her many trani^essions ; but 
trusting to Christ alone for salvation and the 
remission of sins. I have heard that she de- 
parted in perfect peace, praying that the Lord 
Jesus would send forth the light of his truth 
into that very place where she had been led 
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astray. I know not whether her dying prayer 
has yet been answered ; but if not, I humbly 
tFUst that it will be, for it is reglstered on high ; 
and at some future time we shall doubtless see 
itsfruit. 

A nun had ever appeared to me to be a most 
interesting creature ; and truly, several of the 
ladies who had taken the veil in this convent 
were of the most attractive and faseinating 
exterior, despite the ugly garb in which no 
woman can appear to advantage unless she be 
really beautiful. I formed an intimate acquaint- 
ance with several of the nuns, and also with some 
of the young ladies who were then receiving 
their education. One of these last, in parti- 
cular, I shall never forget. Her name was Mil- 
wood. She was a very lovely creature, with a 
complexion like lilies and roses, eyes like violets 
glistening with dew, and a voice so sweet, so 
musical, that every word seemed to be a rich 
melodious sound, which thrilled to the very 
heaxt of the entranced hearer. She was accom- 
plished too, and very wealthy ; and yet, to my 
utter amazement, she infonned me that she was 
about to enter upon her noviciate, in order to 
become eventually a professed reUgietise. I 
gazed with astonishment when I heard this; 
for I could not comprehend how it was possible 
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that a being so beautifiil, so fasdnatingf and 
upon whom nature and fortune seemed to have 
lavished all their gifts, could possibly contem- 
plate, with composurey mucli less with joyous 
anticipation^ an aet which would separate her 
entirely from a sunny and admiring world, and 
confine her for life to the cloister. Sweet Sophia 
Milwood! she completely won my affections; 
and, indeedi all who saw her loved her. For 
hours I haye sat by her side in the large, quiet 
garden of the Winchester convent, and listened, 
while, in her own clear silver tones, she expa- 
tiated upon the happiness of a convent life and 
the deceits of the world at large; and more 
particularly on the duplidty of the male sex, 
and the happiness of those who, like timid, fear«- 
ful doves, sought and found within the convent 
walls a sure and safe retreat from the busy 
turmoils of life* I listened, and my enthusiasm 
rose. I only wished that the convent had been 
more romanti<;ally situated, for in truth it has 
anything but an interesting appearance, as 
viewed from the dull, narrow street in which it 
stands ; and it is far more like a workhouse in 
exterior than anything else. Had it but been 
placed on the banks of some fair Italian river, 
or surrounded by sOme snow-topped peaks; 
and could its dirty brick walls have been 
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changed into gray, moss-grown turrets and 
frowning towers, with Sophia Milwood teUing 
her beads beneath myrtle and orange trees, 
how infinitely beautifol it would have been ! 
Sueh were my cogitations, and I imparted them 
to Mrs. Durant, who seriously advised me to 
spend a few years in Italy. 

Thursday evening came, and I sat at my 
window, netting, very diligently, and watching 
the road that I might see my friend, Mrs. 
Durant, as soon as she appeared. Mrs. Burnett 
sat by the fire, reading her Bible ; and Annie 
was drawing, by my side. There are some 
moments of our life which do not appear to be 
of themselves of much import, and yet they are 
intimately connected with associations which 
recall the most important transactions of our 
existence. Such was that evening, that half- 
hour which preceded the arrival of my expected 
visitor ; and the exact position of every person, 
and every article, both without and within the 
apartment, wUl never be effiiced from my 
memory. The day had been rather stormy, 
but now most of the clouds had disappeared, and 
the setting sun cast arich but peculiar glow 
over the chalky sides of the opposite hills. I 
was meditating on by-gone days, when St. 
Katherine's Hill was the scene of many a 
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bloody conflict« when the green valley of St. 
Cross, and its ancient church and gray cloisters, 
were traversed by venerable monks and wander- 
ing pilgrims. £ven to this day, the brethren 
of the Hospital of St. Cross, with their white 
locks, their flowing gowns, and their silver 
crosses, present a very picturesque appearance. 
I thought then that the want of the rosary was 
a sad defect, and I would willingly have given 
a third part of my wealth to restore the ancient 
minster-like church to its primitive condition ; 
including, of course, in my restoration, matins 
and vespers, besides tapers, candelabras, and 
such-like follies ; but, thank God, I can rejoice 
now over the emancipation of that sweet spot 
from the toils of Popery, and my heart rejoices 
when I think that the aged brethren of St. 
Cross are now (at least in name) a Protestant 
community, and may, at any rate, hear daily 
the pure Word of God in their native tongue, in 
the old cruciform church, where their fathers, 
at the bidding of their spiritual guides, wor- 
shipped saints, angels, virgins, painted wood, 
painted glass, or any thing else, rather than the 
true and living God. I did not give utterance 
to my thoughts ; and, after a time, I saw Mrs. 
Durant and her servant approaching. Annie 
calmly laid by her drawing, and Mrs. Bumett 
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placed the sacred volume on the table. In a 
few minutes I was introducing my new friend 
to Annie and Mrs. Bumett, and I watched them 
very closely, to see how they would receive her. 
Annie's manner was perfectly polite and kind ; 
but r could see that it cost her a strong effort 
to welcome one whom she regarded as being 
instrumental in undennining my Christian faith. 
and destroying our domestic happiness. Poor 
Mrs. Bumett did not manage matters so well. 
The poor old lady dreaded Popery like the 
cholera ; and I really believe that she expected 
to see in Mrs. Durant something of the nature 
of a Hydra or a Gorgon ; in short, she bowed 
8o very formally, and so coldly, in answer to 
that lady's warm salutation, that I determined 
to give her a thorough good lecture as soon as 
an opportunity occurred. With the exception 
of Mrs. Bumett, however, who made tea in 
silence, we all, for the first half-hour, carried 
on a very animated conversation. Mrs. Durant 
spoke of Scotland, and Annie told her all that 
she recoUected of her native country, and much 
more which she had heard irom her mother in 
after-years. All' things went on smoothly, until 
the tea-things were removed and the lamp 
lighted. Then, after a short pause in the con- 
versation, Mrs. Durant began: — "I am come 
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to-night as a beggar^ dear ladies^ and I hope 
you will bestow your charity upon me. I 
do not ask muchi but every little dew-drop 
waters the thirsty earth^ does it not? so my 
motto is, 'the smallest trifle will be accept- 
able.' " 

*' For what are you collecting now ?" I asked. 

" Oh ! for that chapel in Somersetshire, that 
Sophia Milwood was speaking of yesterday 
aftemoon. The people wish to restore it, for 
the roof is sadly dilapidated, and altogether the 
place is in a most miserable pHght The con- 
gregation, however, is very poor, and it is 
estimated that £900 will be required. With 
great self-denial and immense exertion they 
have succeeded in raising£150; and the rest 
must be supplied by their friends. Now, I am 
sure, Miss Bolingbroke and Miss Lindsay will 
assist me in this emergency?'* and she gave me 
an inquiring glance. 

I replied by placing a five-pound note in her 
hånds, and she then tumed to Annie : — " Now, 
my dear Miss Lindsay, I am a bold beggar, to 
importune a person with whom I am but just 
acquainted, but the excellence of my object 
must plead my cause, and I do not doubt that 
you, as well as your sister, will contribute your 
mite to so good a work.*' 
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Annie laid down her work, and| with inex- 
pressible sweetness informed Mrs. Durant that 
she could not possibly comply with her request. 

" And why not, my dear yoiing lady ? You 
look so gentle and so tender-hearted, that I 
cannot imagine it possible that you will refuse 
your aid to these poor people." 

Annie answered with calm gentleness, but 
withal great firmnessi — 

^^As a Protestant, dear madam, I cannot 
approve of the doctrines inculcated by the 
Church of Borne; therefore, you cannot be 
surprised that I should refuse to lend my aid 
towards furthering the promulgation of those 
doctrines." 

'^Now, really, Miss lindsay, you are un- 
charitable," replied Mrs. Durant, gaily ; '^ the 
poor Catholics must have a place of worship ; 
they are too poor to build one themselves, and 
it must be unchristian-like to reject their 
claims. Many Protestants have cdntributed 
their sovereigns and crowns, not because they 
approve of the Holy Catholic faith, but because, 
with that beåutiful spirit of toleratiim and re- 
conciliation, which is now fast taking the place 
of furious zeal and narrow-minded bigotry, 
they are anxious to assist all sects, and all 
rdigious communities, towards the attainment 
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and fuU enjoyment of their priyileges, and their 
own pecuUar mode of worsbip ; so I do hope, 
dear Miss Lindsay, that your refusal is not 
irrevocable." 

^^ Excuse me^ dear madam/' replied Annie^ 
^' if I appear to use harsh language ; for though 
I would, to my latest breath, denounce tbe 
doctrines of Rome, yet I bope I shall never be 
tempted to speak or to aet unkindly towards 
any member of tbat Church. I censure prin- 
ciples, not persons; yet assuredly tbose wbo 
know tbe trutb and bide it from tbeir fellow- 
men, are fearfully blameable, botb before God 
and before man. Permit me, however, to 
ask jouy Mrs. Durant^ wbether, supposing 
me to be requested to lend my aid towards 
purcbasing for tbe poor a species of food 
wbich must eventually cause tbeir deatb, 
you would upbraid me if I refused to lend 
my countenance or my purse to sucb a pro- 
ceeding ? " 

^'Most assuredly not/' was Mrs. Durant's 
answer ; ^'and were your simile," sbe continued, 
^^ a just one. Miss Lindsay, I would say no 
more: but you evidently mistake tbe rich 
spiritual food and sustenance afforded by tbe 
Churcb, for poison. Tbis is merely an effect 
of tbe prejudices of education ; if you would 
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listen to reason, you would speedily see occa- 
sion to alter your judgment." 

Annie shook her head^ and Mrs. Durant 
continued: " I am convinced that Protestants in 
general entertain a merely hereditary antipathy 
to what they term Popery : their fathers, their 
grandfathers, and their great-grandfathers dis- 
liked it ; therefore they call it by all sorts of 
opprobrious epithets, while, at the same time, 
they cannot prove the truth of one doctrine of 
their own religion, and are still less able to 
prove the falsehood of the faith of their 
opponents." 

" I know little of the world, Mrs. Durant," 
replied Annie; "but I have seen enough to 
convince me that there are, as you say, Pro- 
testants who hold their religion as they do their 
notions of politics, as something to which they 
have always been attached; while yet they 
know not the reasons of their attachment : and 
permit me to say, that there are also Roman 
Catholics of this class. I cannot answer for 
others, but I am a Protestant from conviction 
that the Rock on which I stand is Christ, and 
that the rule which I foUow is the Bible ; and 
do not be offended, dear madam, if I add, that 
I am quite convinced that the Church of Rome 
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teaches fearful, nay, deadlj error, and is al- 
together at variance with the Divine will," 

This declarationi as I expected, led to a 
regular tbeological discussion. 



CHAPTER IV. 

When Ajmie ceased speaking, Mrs« Durant 
tumed to me, and observed, that my sister 
was sadly prejudiced against Catholicism, add- 
ing^ that she and I must both do our best to 
controvert her opinions. I observed that Mrs, 
Bumett drew back with horror at hearing me 
thus coupled with a decided Romanist ; and she 
ventured to say — 

^^But Miss Bolingbroke is not a Roman 
Catholicy ma'am: and therefore she cannot 
pretend to satisfy Miss Lindsay's objections 
against Popery." 

^^Miss Bolingbroke and I understand each 
other/' said Mrs. Durant^ tuming to me with 
one of her sweetest smiles« and then speaking 
to Anniej she continued : — 

^^But« my dear Miss Lindsay, if you will 
give the subject one moment's consideration, 
you must. admit that your religion is merely 
a modem innovation ; we never heard of it 
until the fourteenth century ; and it made no 
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progress until that monster of iniquity, Henry 
VIII.^ propagated its doctrines^ solely with a 
view to the gratifying of his own infamous 
passions. Go where you will, you find the 
Catholic religion planted ; look at the various 
coimtries of Europe ; take a mapi for instance, 
and see how many kingdoms and states profess 
Protestantisme and how many the Catholic 
faith. I think you will find that the pré- 
ponderance is greatly in favour of the latter. 
Then, again, look at the events of the present 
time. Scarcely a week passes but we hear of 
some of your most infiuential clergymen abjur- 
ing the doctrines of the Reformation : what do 
all these things say? — do they not contribute 
to establish the claims of that Church which 
has existed ever since our blessed Lord declared 
St. Peter to be the rock on which he would 
build his Church ? " 

" I do not think so," replied Annie : ^* in 
one sense, indeed, I fuUy allow the attribute of 
antiquity to your faith, for the corruption of 
pure Christianity of course preceded its re- 
establishment ; but the Romish doctrines are 
not to be found in the Bible, which alone 4s 
the religion of Protestants:' and, therefore, 
admitting the truth and force of your argument, 
that the most ancient religion must be the true 
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one, it is cleax that the Boman Catholic Church 
must xelinquish her claims. Her errors, in- 
deed. insinuated tbemselves so sradually. that 
it is difficult to detennine the ^ecise time at 
which Poperj was established; but certainly 
no symptoms of those errors appeared for at 
least two centuries after the Apostolic age. 
Antiquity, therefore, is on the side of our 
Protestant faith — of that pure faith which is 
founded simply and solely upon that blessed 
Book from which Protestants derive their 
creed." 

Mrs. Durant did not attempt to defend her 
argument; but she asked Annie why Pro- 
testants, who speak so much of the Bible, should 
yet wilfuUy deny some of its doctrines ? 

" Christians can never do so, dear madam," 
-replied my sister ; " mere nominal Protestants 
may question, or rather disregard, some portions 
of the Book of Life, because they may not 
suit their sinful desires ; but we are not speak* 
ing now of individuals, but of Protestantism 
and Romanism in general, supposing the pro- 
fessors of both to be sincere believers in the 
creed which they support.'* 

^' But I did not refer to mere nominal Pro<- 
testants," returned her antagonist. *' I speak 
now of divines, of learned men, and, indi^edy 

E 
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of yotttaelf, Mias lindsay. Wlien Jesm Christ 
instttuted tke blessed Eudarist, he hnkB tibe 
bread, and said, ' This is my body.' No^ the 
doctrine kere stated, y<m, who foUow the doe- 
trines of tite Refonnatkm, disallow; yoa say 
that die bread and ^ørine an merely symbdb of 
the body and blood of Cbriat ; is it not so f ** 

*' So far, you are quite conect,'* repUed 
Annie; '^wedo eonsider it blaqpliemy to de^ 
clare that * the creatures of bread and wine * 
are, indeed, the veritable body and blood of 
our Saviour ; and, therefore, we maintain, liiat 
to adore them, is ^ idolatry to be abhorred of 
all faithful Christians«' God has said, * I will 
not suffer mine holy one to æe eorruption; ' if, 
koweyer, in receiving the sacnonental bread 
and wine, we actually swaUow Chriat himself, 
then, according to the simjdest rules of physi- 
ology, he must beoome a part of our mortal 
sjrstem ; and, consequently, when these mortal 
bodies die, he who is iiius incorporated with 
them, must, with them, descend into the grave, 
and become food for worms. Now, this doc- 
trine is so utterly at variance with the Word of 
God, that all true Protestants r^ect it as al*- 
together monstroua." 

^^ But, my dear young kdy," persisted my 
new friend, ^^the statement of our Saviour ia. 
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m the BiUe; and you eannot explain it away, 
unless, indeed, you caa eonvinoe the world that 
he did not mean wliat he said«" 

^' AUow me to ask you a few questiona>" re* 
plied Annie; '^they are not "Bery original, I 
allow ; but they are very pertinent to our present 
didputation. In the fifteenth chapt^ of St. 
John, our Saviour says/ ' I am the true vine, and 
mj Father is the husbandman ; ' in the tenth 
«faapter of the same Gospel, he says, * I am the 
door.' Do you thence conceire yourself bound 
to believe, tbat our Redeemer became a 
veritable vine, having leaves. and branches, and 
bearing grapes ? and that the Almighty actually 
pruned this vine, after the manner of husband- 
men in general t Again, in regaml to the de- 
claration, * I am the door ; ' do you suppose that 
our blessed Lord actually became a door of wood, 
OT any other material ? I need not await your 
answer* I eannot believe you to be thus unrea- 
scmable; yet, dear madam, if you maintain, ac^ 
cording to the literal meaning of our Saviour's 
words, that a piece of wheaten bread is really 
the true body of Christ, you ought, in all eonr 
sistency, to maintain also that our Saviour was a 
real door, a real vine, the morning star ; in short, 
that he was, actually and really, whatever he is 
allegorically ealled in Scripture. Full of beauty 

B 2 
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and sweetness are many of the alleirorical titles 
which are applied to our bleased Lord^ if they 
are viewed in a spiritual senae, as unfolding tfae 
Divine nature, and the spotlesa character of the 
Saviour ; but most absurd and blasphemous, if 
imderstood literally." 

Mrs. Durant shook her head moumfuUy, and 
said, ^'Ahy you will not be convinced; but. 
Miss Lindsay, if your Church disapproTe f& 
Catholic doctrines, why does she admit them 
into her Liturgy ? " 

^' What can you mean, Mrs. Durant ? " asked 
Mrs. Bumett involuntarily ; and the good hidy 
dropped her knitting, in her astonishment ; for 
the bare idea of her beloved Lituigy being 
considered Popish, was, to her, evidently a 
thunder-stroke. Annie, however, had heard a 
simiiar species of argument before, firom some 
ladies in London, who had endeavoured to 
disgust her with the forms of the Church of 
England ; so she answered quietly : " To what 
parts of our Liturgy do you refer ? " 

'^In the first place," said Mrs. Durant, 
^* tkere is the absolution ; now Protestants do 
not admit of priestly authority: secondly, I 
would remark that some of your Prayer-books 
and Church Services, (perhaps all of them,) 
speak of the blessed Virgin Mary ; whereasi 
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jou will not concede to her any paxticular 
honour: again, in the Litany you pray to be 
delivered * from fomication and all other detuUy 
sins/ thus at once acknowledging the doctrine 
of mortal and venial sins; now are not these 
things glaring inconsistencies ? " 

** I think not," was my sister's answer ; "and, 
if you will allow me, I think that, although I 
am a very indifferent theologian, I ean explain 
these doubtful passages to your satisfaction, 
First, we will speak of the absolution ; and you 
will obsenre, that the minister does no more 
than declare and pronounce to the people, that 
God pardoneth and absolveth all them that 
truly repent and unfeignedly believe his holy 
Gospel. Having made this declaration of re- 
mission of sins to the penitent, not by himselff 
but by God ; he gæs on to say, ' Wherefore 
let us beseech HiM to grant us true repentance 
and His Holy Spirit/ It is not the man, it is 
OoD who forgives the sins of all them that 
truly repent ; but the minister who is appointed 
to declare to his flock the whole counsel of 
God, assures all those who are cpnscious of their 
depravity, those who have joined in heart in 
the preceding confession, and who are really' 
and truly penitent and contrite, that God 
through Jesiis Christ will blot out all their 
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transgressions^ and receive them for his dear 
Scm's sake. Surely here is nothing like the anro- 
gating to Idmself by the officiating clergymaa of 
anj of that aathoritj whieh is asstuned by the 
priests of the Church of Korne« It is a simple 
declaraiianf that God pardons and absolves the 
penitent. How different this, from die Romish 
absolution! I know myself, sereral cases in 
which Roman Catholics^ among the poorer 
classes, have gone to their -priest^^-confeitedf as 
they term it, and receited from him in retam 
what they eaU absolution; and then they hare 
arisea from ibeir knees, and retumed home 
With a clear CDDBdence, ready to begin anotber 
score ! This is no oveistretched notion ; on the 
contrary, this is the idea of absolotion yådA 
is ahnost universally entertained among tbe 
lower orders of Rcnnanistsw Kay^ my firiend 
Mrs* Bumett assores me, tiiat it is no lin^ 
common thing, especially in Irehmd, wh&re the 
iin:etched people are often too poor to pay iié 
price demanded for absolution, for the priest 
to refuse to hear the confession of those who 
cannot buy their absolution with money : and 
in such cases, the poor deoeired creatures return 
to their miserable hornes m tbe deepest distress^ 
lest death sh6nld overtake tbém before their 
sins ate confesåed, and the piiest's foigiveness 
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or absolution obtained! There is nothing 
whatever of ibis in our Protestant absolution ; 
f^ is simply a declaration, that all those who 
txuly repent, and unfeignedly believe tbe holy 
Gospel, may apply to themselves tbe gracious 
promises whicb God tbe Fatber bas given, to 
pardon and accept all and eacb one wbo sball 
come to bim by tbe blood of Jesus Cbrist, and 
by tbat blood alone. As to tbe Yirgin-motber 
of our Lord, it is true tbat sbe is called blessed ; 
but wbile we admit tbat sbe is ^blessed among 
women, we abbor tbe idea of paying to ber, as 
your Cburch does, divine bonours. Tbere is 
not a word in tbe Bible wbicb can be so wrested 
a» to countenance tbis practice; indeed, as it 
bas often been remarked, sbe berself, in tbe 
song called tbe ' Magnificat,' exclaims, on re- 
ceiving from tbe angel tbe tidings, tbat sbe 
sbould become tbe motber of tbe Redeemer, 
* My spirit sbajil rejoioe in God my Saviour.' 
Here, you see, sbe calls ber promised offspring 
|I£B Saviour* She, tben, needed tbe cleansing 
blood of tbe Redeemer, and, standing in tbis 
need herselft sbe could not possibly bear tbe 
cbaxacter of an Advo^ate witb God for ber 
fellow-creatures, or serve or belp tbem in any 
way, furtber tban as any Cbristian may be of 
ive to any otber, by bis prayers, bis advice, or 
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his example. Blessed and honoured indeed 
she was, in being permitted to clasp to her 
breast God in human form ; and great indeed 
was her privilege in being permitted to claim as 
her son^ that ' holy child : ' but highly honoured 
as she was, the humblest Christian maj attain 
unto yet greater blessings ; for what did Jesus 
reply, when a certain woman who heard him 
preach^ lifted up her voice and blessed the 
mother of the Lord? *Yea, rather blessed,' 
said he, * are they who hear the Word of God, 
and keep it.' And again, when he was in- 
formed that his mother and brethren stood 
without, desiring to speak with him, he 
stretched forth his hånds towards his disciples, 
and exclaimed, ^ Behold my mother and my 
brethren ! ' thus leaving on record a declaration 
which should have proved an effectual safeguard 
against the heresies which in after-ages were 
propagated by Antichrist. And now with re- 
gard to your third complaint, I conceive the 
word deadhfi to mean deadly in its effect. AU 
sins are alike heinous in the sight of God ; he 
that has sinned by an impatient thought, is 
equally guilty with him who has committed the 
most flagrant of crimes; but there are some 
sins so glaringy that none but those who are 
hardened in guilt will venture to commit them; 
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for not only arø they acts of open rebellion 
against God, but they are most shameful in the 
eyes of mankind. If any person go on to 
commit such crimes as murder and adulteiy, 
it is the nature of such sins to harden the 
heart, and to cause a man to lose all care as to 
whether he please God or not ; and in cases of 
this kind it very often happens that the daring 
sinner is suddenly cut off« Thus the sin which 
bardens his heart, and deadens his conscience, 
may well be called a deadly sin, for it stifles all 
the strivings of God's Holy Spirit ; and unless 
he be snatched by the mercy of God *as a 
brand from the burning,' it will give him over 
to final impenitence and consequent perdition»'* 

When Annie ceased to speak, there was a 
silence for severalminutes; Mrs. Bumett wiped 
her spectacles, and looked perfectly delighted 
at this satisfactory defence of her justly beloved 
and valued Liturgy. I rose to stir the fire ; 
being at the same time rather uncharitably 
disposed towards Mrs. Durant, because she did 
not attempt to contradict Annie's statements ; 
and feeling certain in my own mind, that, had I 
been sufficiendy acquainted with Roman Catho-> 
lic' tactics, I could easily have put her to 
silence. At last Mrs. Durant spoke : — 

'^ You are a staunch defender of the ,Pro- 
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testant Church, Miss laiidsay ; but tbougfa. you 
satisfy yourself and your bretbrea, yet I think 
your argumeato would never ooavert a Catholic* 
I do not attempt to controyert that which you 
bare advanced; because, our spiritual guides 
direct females never to enter into lengtbened 
dificuasions with he > » with Protestants ; 
they bold it to be yery injudicious, to Gonverse 
for any long period on tbese interdicted topics ; 
and bere lies tbe beauty of the Cburcfa of 
Rome^ tbat abe prorides for tbe safely of all 
ber cbildreiii eren tbe bumblest among th^n ; 
and sets before tbem in plain terms tbe way in 
whieb tbey sbould walk." 

Mxs. Bumett smiled as sbe observed, '' But 
does it not appear tbat your oause must be very 
unsubstantial and untenable i Surely, if you 
are proMbited firom discussing religions topios 
witb your opponents, your deq^ must bebeye 
(tbougb tbey will aot confess it) tbat we have 
the best side of tbe argument ! " 

Mrs« Durant smiled in return, and repJied^ 
** Ah, you do not understand our religion* If 
you could set prejudices aaide, and examine 
witb open eyes tbe doctrines of Catbolicism, 
yOu would admire tbem for tbeir profound 
wisdom, as well as fac tbeir lofty autbority.*' 
Nay/* said Annie^ good-temperedly, '' but 
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I think you wouM be better pleased if we all 
osed Bomish q^tacles, to aid our natuial 
Yiaion;" and then, becoming graver, she added^ 
" you also mentioned the wide extensioa oi tbe 
Boman Catholic faith, as being in favour of ita 
Divine authority. Now/ the real Churcb of 
God has always been small in numb^ in com- 
parison with the children of this world. * A 
little flock/ a * hiddesi jewel,' u * choaen remnant,' 
are appellations which are applied in the Scrip- 
tures to the true Christian Church. I do not 
limit this true Church to any partioular deno- 
mination or seet of Christian belieyers« Far, 
£&r from it* But Borne feaifuUy diahonours 
the sacred name of that SaViour whom she 
professes to adore* Nevertheless, as in the 
irisible Babylon ^ a Church ' was planted, so we 
may hope that many who are outwardly mem- 
beors of the spiritual Babylon, may> though in 
much daikness, cleave in heart to the Saviour 
alone for salvatian, and sueh will be saved when 
at the second coming of our Lord he will gather 
togetfafir his elect from the four winds of 
heaven. But speakimg of Bome ija geoi&nl, I 
snust sayi that when I see her axrogating to 
heiælf not only spiritual but temporal autho- 
nty, I cannot but think of the meek and lowly 
J«suS| who declared, * my kingdom is not <^ 
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this world.' Were he present on earth, would 
he sanction on the part of those who call them«- 
selves his foUowers, the shedding of the blood 
of their fellow-men ; and the inflicting of those 
horrible tortures which we know have been 
inflicted, if they be' not in secret, and in a 
lighter measnre, inflicted at this day. But 
forgive, Mrs. Durant, if I have spoken harshly 
or unkindly ; ii is written in the Word of God, 
that we should be ready to render unto every 
man a reason of the * hope that is in us '—and, 
therefore have I this evening stated why I 
cleave unto Protestantism ; and though I would 
not for one moment be ashamed of my cause, or 
call things by their wrong names, or, by reason 
of false or misnamed delicacy, assent to that 
which I disallow; or gloss over dangerous 
errors ; yet, believe me, it is far from my in- 
tention to say one word which should hurt 
your feelings as an individual ; and if I have 
imwittingly spoken with undue warmth, I b^ 
your forgiveness." 

Soon after, Mrs« Durant's carriage was an«« 
noimced, and she and Annie parted with the 
utmost cordiality. — And what did / say to all 
that had passed ? I said nothing ; I felt that I 
could not controvert Annie's statements : yet I 
would not be c6nvinced,c and- induced to re- 
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linquish my own mistaken opinions. It was as 
though a spell had been cast over me ; and I 
yielded to the enchantments of the father of 
lies and my own.proud^ foolish heart. Surely 
I was '^ like the deaf adder« that will not hear 
the voice of the charmer, charm he never so 
wisely." 



CHAPTER V. 

I WAS invited to spend the foUowing efremng at 
the Conyent, and Annie and Mn. Bnmett were 
ako, for ceiemony's sake, mdnded in the invi« 
tation. Neither Mn. Dorant nor myaelf bad 
the remotest idea that either of them wonld 
aooompany ns, and great was my astonishment 
when Annie piodaimed her intention of gøing 
with me. Donbtless my coontenance e^inoed 
both the suipiise and the displeasnre wbich I 
instantaneonsly felt, for I felt the colour monnt* 
ing to my cheek; but my sister either did not, 
or wonld not, notice this symptom, and she 
calmly resmned her occupation without iPAlritig 
any further remark. I could not, however, 
maintain my equanimity ; so I asked her, rather 
pertly, how it was that she, who could not 
bear any thing appioaching to the Romish reli- 
gion, should wUlingly enter one of its strong-- 
holds. 

** For myself, Maude," she repUed, ** I would 
never— unless at the call of duty — enter those 
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walk ; for as I pray daily to God to keep me 
from temptatioB, it would be but an idle 
mockery of Him, were I to rusb, unsolicited^ 
into the path of open seduction ; but Maude^ 
dearest/' she continued, with much kindness, 
** twelve years have passed away since I made 
a solemn promise to my own dear mother, to 
watch over you as she would ha^re watched henr- 
self, at least so far as I eauld perform what she 
desiredy and those words hare never passed 
a^ay from my memoiy. I see you now in the 
road that leads tmto destruction, and I dåre not 
leave you to pursue your own heedless course. 
I know I cannot forcibly check your wander- 
^g^9 you are your own mistress, but by the 
remembrance of that parting charge of our dear 
mother — ^by her dying injunctions— by the 
memory of our early years — and, above all, 
by the truths of the Gospel whioh you have 
always known — Oh, Maude ! listen lo me^ and 
consent to abandon the fake and pemieious 
doctrines which you have so fatally imbibed." 

I smiled lightly, but made no answer, and in 
very sickness of heart Annie withdrew from the 
room» 

It was not more than eleven o'clock when 
we arrived at the convønt, and fotmd Sophia 
Milwood waiting, all expectation, to meet us. 
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The '* Sisteis *' were evidently suipiised ta 
see Annie; nevertheless, they welcomed her 
most cordially, and soon after we had taken off 
pur bonnets, they offered to show her the iii- 
terior of the building, and Sophia at the same 
instant carried me off into the garden. 

Mrs« Durant soon joined us, and we sat dowii 
in a large arbour, and chatted for some time on 
general subjects, till at length I reverted to 
my former musings« I told my companions, 
how I wished it were possible to transport the 
convent, with its inhabitants, to some fair Italian 
scene, 

. *' N09 no/' retumed Sophia Milwood, laugh- 
ingly, " the convent must be stationary ; but 
what is there to hinder yau from going abroad ?" 

*^ I shall leave England in July/' said Mrs. 
Duranty "and I intend making a short tour 
through France; and then spending son^ 
months in exploring the beauties of northem 
Italy and Calabria, why cannot you accompaoy 
me?" 

" I toUl accompany you," I retumed, for I 
remembered the far-famed glories of the southem 
shores, and my heart beat with impatience to 
find myself in those lovely but benighted re- 
gions* When I again met Annie, I told her of 
jtny resolution, but she made no comment, and 
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it was not until we were aitting by our own lire- 
side that I again reverted to the subject. I 
told Annie that I did not wish to be separated 
from her, jet, if she disliked leaving England, I 
would provide for her during my absence, and 
go with Mrs. Durant alone. 

*' No, dear sister," replied Annie, " I will 
never desert you; I will go with you, and no 
aet of mine shall cause our separation. When 
do you purpose setting out, and will Mrs. Bur- 
nett accompany us ? " 

" That rests with herself," I replied ; " when 
she comes down to supper I will make the in- 
quiry, as to whether she is willing to visit the 
Continent or not ; for if she make any objections 
I will release her from her engagement, and we 
will commit ourselves to Mrs. Durant's care." 

When Mrs. Bumett appeared I told her of my 
purpose, and begged her to décide upon her 
own plans exactly as she please^. 

She answered, that she was already much 
attached to myself and to my sister, and that she 
should feel it a trial to leave us, yet on account 
of her advancing years, and her attaehment to 
her native country, she could not think of run- 
ning the risk of ending her days in a foreign 
land. We then settled that she should remain 
with us until our departure, and in the mean- 

F 
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time I promised to do my best towards procur- 
ing her another situation. 

The bright spring months passed on, and 
Annie and I took many lovely walks on the 
breezy Compton Downs, and in the fair green 
Twyford meadows. Those were my last sweet 
hours of earthly peace and happiness; and even 
now, my heart tums with moumful, but un- 
ehanging interestto thatflowery time, and those 
sunny days. I was not so cailous then, so 
bigotedj nay^ so horribly cruel ; a false and cor- 
rupt religion had not so utterly blinded my 
mental vision, but that I still loved the gentlest 
and loveliest of human beings. 

The stormy winds of March had swept over 
the wakening earth, and many a young green 
bud was cast onthe cold damp ground; and 
then came April with its showers of golden 
rain, and its rainbows blended together like 
gentle tears and sunny smiles, but the birth- 
time of violets and primroses passed away, the 
hedges wore a thick mantle of vivid green, and 
the pearly hawthom glistened with dew-drops, 
while its rosier sister blushed in the glad warm 
sunshine. It was the end of May, and we had 
begun to think of our approaching journey ; but 
before we left England we determined to spend 
a day among the ruins of the far-famed Netley 
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Abbey. At the appointed time, when every- 
tbing was in readiness for our pic-nic, I xeeeived 
a note from Mrs. Durant, stating^ that she was 
unable to accompany us, on account of a severe 
beadacbe and other temporary yet disagreeable 
ailments. Mrs. Bumett, Annie, and myself, 
tberefore set out alone, and about noon-day 
we arrived before the old grey gate-way of the 
abbey. Mrs. Bumett had visited the yet finer 
mins of Bolton and Tinterne ; but Annie and 
myself had never seeu anything of the kind 
before, aad our exclamations of delight in- 
finitely amused our kind elderly companion. 
We rested for several hours, and then set out 
on an exploring tour, every thing both within and 
without the ancient edifice was examined, till 
we were thoroughly tired, and glad to sit down 
upon the grass to our tea; and when this re- 
freshing repast was concluded, Annie and Mrs. 
Burnett both declared themselves too much 
fatigued to recommence their rambles imme- 
diately. This was exactly what I wanted. I 
told them I would take a second view of many 
parts of the ruin, and that they could join me 
when they were sufficiently rested, and then we 
would proceed together to the beach; for it 
being a moonlight night our carriage was not 
ordered till ten o'clock. Annie assented, and I 
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wandered again through the old court-yard and 
manj outer buildings, till I reached the chapel, 
which has a splendid window at each end, or 
rather, I shoiild say, the firamework of a window, 
though the eastem one is by far the most mag- 
nifieent. I clambered up a turret and found 
myself on the top of the broad ivied walls, and 
I traversed the ancient galleries, meditating all 
the time, as the most devout Papist might have 
done, on aU the vanished glories of the noble 
fane. I remember that I broke forth into some 
kind of rhapsody, but I cannot now recal much 
of my absurd soliloquy. I recollect exclaim- 
ing, "Perish the hånd that despoiled this 
beautiful altar ; that tore down the rich tracery 
and the noble carved work from yonder but- 
ments ; well may the Catholics, when they see 
this stately ruin, say, like the Jews of old, 
* Our holy and beautiful house have they bumt 
with fire.' " 

I know not how long I might have continued 
this ridiculous strain, but I heard Annie's voice 
from beneath, and I hastened to descend. We 
sat down on a grassy hiUock, and I asked my 
sister what she thought of the ruin. 

" It is very beautiful," she answered, ** very 
beautiful indeed; but my heart sinks when I 
think of the thousands who have knelt in this 
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veiy place, and mocked their Lord and Saviour, 
by intreating the services of other mediators. 
Imagination will carry one back to the days of 
yore, when at eventide the sound of the vesper 
bell viras heard, and the poor benighted inmates 
pf this monastery bovred their kuees in idola- 
trous prayer. The tongue that taught error is 
silent now, and the hånd that ministered blas- 
phemous rites is laid in the dust. Oh ! could 
these time-wom walls speak, v^hat a tale they 
would tell, of sin, deceit, and sorrow ; of perse- 
cution, of violence, and of cruelty ; but they 
are speechless, and none vnll know, until the 
great day, the deeds of darkness and of horror 
perpetrated in long-forgotten yeaxs." 

" Really, Annie," I interrupted, " you seem 
to have an inexpressible pleasure in reviling 
the poor Catholics ; any ignorant person who 
heard you talk thus, could not but imagine that 
you were speaking of some horrible savages, or, 
at the least, of cannibals, or the American 
Indians, who deKght in torture." 

Annie sighed deeply. " There was a time, 
Maude," she said, "virhen you would have 
assented to all that I have uttered ; but some 
Strange spell appears to have come over you ; 
you seem to be veilfully shutting your eyes to 
plain truth ; you still call yourself a Protestant, 
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jet, at the same timej you defend the Romish 
faith whenever opportunity offers. Oh, my dear 
sister, you cause me infinite grief ! When I 
think of the simple^ affectionate little Maude, 
who^ a few years sincei thought it her highest 
happiness to read the Bible with sister Amne, 
my heart is almost ready to break ; reflecting, 
as I cannot but reflect, that you are neglecting 
the means of grace — neglecting the pure spiri- 
tual foody offered for your soul's sustenance, 
and drinking greedily of that pemicious cup 
which has led away millions from peace, from 
happiness, and from heaven." 

I arose angrily, and answered, ^' I am tired 
to death, Annie, of this one strain; do, for 
goodness' sake, harp upon another string. I am 
wearied with hearing about poison and idolatry, 
and such-like bigotries. The ancient Catholic 
religion was founded by God himself, and that 
which I have long professed is a faith reformed 
by man ; the Divine origin of the one, and the 
arrogant pretensions of the other, are, to my 
mind, sufficiently palpable/' 

" I dåre not be silent,'* replied Annie ; " so 
long as I have the power of speech I must bear 
witness against the soul-destroying, God-dis- 
honouring tenets which you have lately adopted* 
But think not, my dear Maude, that anything 
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like anger exists in my mind when I use terms 
so forcible. It is, indeed it is, sorrow, deep, 
very deep sorrow, that rends my heart, when I 
contemplate the change which has been effected 
in my beloved sister. I do not any longer hope 
to convince you of your error, but I can still pray 
for you, and daily and hourly will I do so. 
The Spirit of God is mighty, and can, and does 
work marvels, where human skill is quite im- 
potent, The voice of prayer cannot return 
without a blessing, therefore I know that some 
time or other, though I may never see it, you, 
Maude, will return to the truth, and eschew all 
those perverse and unscriptural ways of dark- 
ness in which you are walking.'* 

For a time I was subdued. Annie spoke with 
great energy, and yet there was such love and 
kindness, such deep, unselfish affection in every 
word and glance, that my cold haughty bosom 
melted, and I took hold of her hånd, and 
pressed it affectionately, while I replied, 
** Annie, dearest, do not fret yourself about me, 
if it so much grieves you, I will not become a 
Catholic." 

Soon afterwards we stroUed down to the 
beach. The sun had set, but a few faint rays of 
lovely light, like amethyst and ruby, yet lingered 
upon the glaasy waters. The faint splasb 
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of distant oars was the only sound that broke 
the sweet stillness of that quiet^ cool, twili^ht 
hour; and the bright evening star had risen 
high in her sapphire home, and hung like a 
beautiful spirit over the smooth, quiescent 
waves below, while the light ripple of the tide 
conveyed to the mind the idea of perfect repose« 
We sat for some time on a bank, watching the 
advancing waves, and no one spoke* I looked at 
Annie, she was gazing upward, her mild eyes 
iixed upon the vesper star ; but it was easy to 
see that her thoughts were far beyond it ; the 
expression of peace and holiness which reigned 
on her fair, placid countenance^ belonged not to 
the children of this world. I have seen many 
forms and faces of surpassing beauty since then, 
but I have never met with one which so evi* 
dently bore the marks of a life devoted to 
Grod. A lovely countenance is a pleasant thing 
to look upon ; but it becomes infinitely more at- 
tractive when it bears the impress of passions 
subdued, of affections sanctified, and of love to 
God and man. This beautiful expression caa 
only exist where the heart is really and truly 
renewed by the Holy Spirit. At last I said, 
" Annie, what are you musing about ?" 

" I was thinking, dear Maude, whether Eden 
was anything Uke this, for it appears to me that 
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one principal ingredient in the beautj of nature 
is its seclusion from the turmoil of the ivorld, 
and consequently from much sin ; for sin would 
mar the loveliest scene of creation ; and if we 
with our erring hearts, love to gaze upon aught 
so fair, how beautiful will it be, when perfectly 
cleansed and purified, we shall contemplate that 
glorious land, where dwelleth what eye hath 
not seen, nor eax heard — even etemal, infinite 
blessedness." 

. ^'AU that is beautiful bears one impress/' 
replied Mrs. Burnett ; " the hånd of God is 
visible in the whole. The foaming waves, yon- 
der crystal sky, and that bright lustrous star, 
speak a sweet lesson to the renewed heart ; they 
tell of a Father's power, of His boundless, ever- 
lasting resources, of His wisdom, and, above 
all, of His love and care for the children of 
men. Well may it be said of all His works, 
* Behold, they are very good.' " 

"Lovely! lovely landscape!** said Annie; 
and she continued to gaze on the sweet scene 
before her, (now rendered more brilliant by the 
soft, rich moonlight;) "and yet it will pass 
away, we shall quit these fair shores, and it 
may be that we shall never tread them more ; 
but how blessed a thing it is to know and feel 
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assured that in the mansioiis above are prepared 
for 1189 at God*s right band, pleasures which 
shall endure for evermore. No inhabitant of 
the beavenly Jerusalem shall go out any more ; 
once brought in safety to that happy home, it 
is his for ever ; it is the certain f ature inherit- 
ance of the saints while on earth, and hereafter 
they will know the fuU fruition of that state of 
glory, of which St. John says, that though ' it 
doth not appear what we shall be, we know 
that when He shall appear, we shall be like Him, 
for we shaU see Him as He is.' '* 

Mrs. Bumett repeated a verse from one of 
the hymns composed by good old Dr« Watts, 
and I could not but remark that it harmonized 
fiilly with the remarks made by my companions. 
It was this : — 

*' There eyerlasting spring abides, 
And never-withering flowers ; 
Death like a narrow stream diyides 
This heayenly land firom ours." 

I did not join much in this conversation. I 
assented to all that was said ; but the thought 
would be perpetually recurring to my mind, — 
You speak of thinga of heaven, and you seem 
secure of this promised heritage, but are you 
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not deceiving yourself, by remaining at enmity 
with " The Church ?" Of course what churcli 
I meant is quite obvious* 

At last our serrants, who had remained at 
some little distance, announced the arrival of 
tbe carriage. I slept during tbe greater part of 
the drive home, but occasionally I was aroused, 
and Annie and Mrs. Burnett were still convers- 
ing upon the same theme which had occupied 
them while upon the beach. 

In a few days all was bustle and preparation. 
I paid my last visit to the cathedral, but some- 
how I could not enjoy the service ; it seemed 
to be wretchedly insipid; and I found fault 
purposely with the choir and the officiating pre- 
bendary. On the last evening which we spent 
at Winchester, I visited the convent, unbidden, 
to bid farewell to its inmates. Sophia Milwood 
wept when we parted, and begged me to come 
to the convent, or any other convent where she 
might be, so soon as I should return to Eng- 
land. Little did the fair girl think how and 
where we should meet again ; but I will not refer 
to that at present. With all my love of Romish 
ceremonies, I could not but feel very sorry to 
think that Sophia's beautiful face should be 
hidden in a cloister, and her bright brown ringlets 
mercilessly shom off, to give place to the ugly 
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linen bandages, which have the appearance of 
^' toothache wraps." 

Early the next morning we bade adieu to the 
grey piles of Winchester. The ancient church 
of St. Cross soon disappeared, and at last, even 
the fir-clump of St. Katherine's Hill was invis- 
ible. Mrs. Bumett accompanied us to South- 
ampton ; we had succeeded, or rather T should 
say Annie had succeeded, in obtaining for her 
an excellent situation, for I troubled myself 
very little about the matter; and it was arranged 
that she should not leave us until we were fairly 
embarked, and then she was to proceed to her 
new destination. It was in the evening when 
the Vessel weighed anchor, the sunbeams were 
pla3ring brilliantly on the rippling water, and 
many people stood watching the departure of 
the steamer. Mrs. Bumett was among them, 
and she gave us a parting salutation as our 
Vessel, advancing on her way, caused the shores 
of Southampton to recede from our view. Mrs. 
Durant and myself were in high spirits, and we 
sat on the paddle-box, making light-hearted 
comments upon the appearance of our fellow- 
passengers; Annie was evidently very sad; a 
dark cloud, not of gloom, but of sadness, rested 
on her usually serene brow, and the tears fell 
fast while she waved her handkerchief in reply 
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to Mrs. Burnett's final adieu. She told me 
afterwards, that she, that eyening, felt a pre- 
sentiment of evil which it was impossible to 
sliake off. Sorrow seemed to be near at hånd, 
and though she remembered her refuge in that 
hour of adversity, still a feeling of melancholy 
would obtrude itself, whenever she attempted to 
join in our mirthful conversation. Poor Annie 
also felt that she was alone. She had much 
enjoyed the Christian society of Mrs. Bumett, 
and now she was going to a Strange land^ where 
the religion she so much loved was condemned 
and proscribed ; and, worst of all, her compan- 
ions were a professed Papist, and one who 
promised ere long to beeome an apostate to the 
pure holy faith which had been exhibited to 
her from the days of childhood, not only in 
precept, but in all the beauty of consistent 
practice. The servant who knew his Lord's 
will and did it not, was beaten with many 
stripes. Did I not find it so ? The sequel of 
my sad history will ftdly prove this truth of 
Scripture. 

We sat upon deck till the sun had gone 
down, and a few pale stars were timidly steal- 
ing forth in the eastem sky. Ere long the 
firmament glittered with those gems of night, 
and we retired to our cabin. Annie stood for 
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a moment stiaiiiiiig her eyes dnoi^ tlie dark- 

nev, to catidi« if poBsible, ane last g^unpee of die 
British shofe, bat it was nseless; ^ere was 
nong^t to be seen but the stany bearens above 
and the deep, daik wa^es belovr. 

'' Faiewell, beloved England«** she ezdaimed, 
ere she desoended the cdnn-staizs ; "peaceand 
pro^erity be npon thee, though I tread thy 
gieoiswazd no more." 



CHAPTER VI. 

I BELIEVE we were all heartily glad when we 
left the steamer, and finally the " diligence ;" 
and found ourselves comfortably settled in 
luxurious and commodious apartments in the 
Hotel d' Angleterre, situated in the beat quarter 
of Paris. For one day we remained within, 
and on the following morning we prepared our- 
selves, immediately after breakfast, for a lioniz- 
ing excursion. Mrs. Durant knew several per- 
sons in Paris, and she proposed that our first 
steps should be bent towards the house of some 
fiiends, who, she assured us, would not fail to 
give us all a hearty welcome, and also would be 
delighted to offer their services as guides during 
our sojoum in the French capital. 

Madame Delancourt certainly was one of the 
most aflhble and fascinating women I have ever 
seen ; and her two daughters, Mesdemoiselles 
Cécile and Julie, were pretty and interesting 
girls, who never seemed to be tired of provid- 
ing for our amusement. We saw all that was 
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to be seen ; Notre Dame and La Madeleine^ 
and many other churches of note ; the palace 
of VersaiUes; Trianon, the Tuileries; the 
Louvre; Pére la Chaise; Les Jardins des 
Plantes; and the famous forest of St. Ger- 
main's was not forgotten among our more dis- 
tant excursions. I describe none of these piaces, 
because I am not writing a tour ; they had little 
or no influence on the workings of mj mind; 
but at last I saw one exhibition of the Romish 
Church^ one of those enthralling, decorated 
pageants, which are spread as snares for the un- 
wary. Of eourse I went with Mrs. Durant to 
the cathedral of Notre Dame ; and how was I 
gratified^ how excited^ by the full display of the 
Popish ritual in all its pomp and splendour! 
Strange^ that mortals should think to please 
God, who is a Spirit himself, by setting aside 
entirely all that is really spiritual, and substitu- 
ting vain show and gaudy decorations. *^ God is 
a spirit, and they that worship him, must worship 
him in spirit and in truth :" so said our blessed 
Lord, when he himself was an inhabitant of this 
world of sin and temptation ; but Rome says, 
virtually, though not literally, " Not so — ^you 
must build a fine temple ; and you must have 
pictures.of saints, and crucifixes, and images of 
the blessed Yirgin ; and there must be magni- 
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ficent robes for the ministers ; and incense, and 
fiowers, and tapers at noon-day ; and then, if 
you ask St. Michael the archangel, the blessed 
Mary, always a virgin, St. Peter, St. John, St. 
Joseph, and a great many more, they will inter- 
cede with God on your behalf." This is Romish 
doctrine, and no Komanist can disprove it, 
though they may attempt to do so. At the 
same time I would say, Shame on those who 
would dwell in " ceiled houses," while the 
sanctuary of the Lord is desolate and broken 
down. The decent yet simple houses of God, 
which have been raised by the adherents of the 
Church of England since the Reformation, are 
certainly more in accordance with a purely 
spiritual worship, than those which our fore- 
fathers consecrated to a similar purpose in the 
days of their ignorance and blindness ; but it 
must ever be borne in mind, that '* extremes 
are dangerous;" and while one class extol gilded 
temples and saintly pictures^ as essentially 
necessary to their devotions ; another party will 
declare, that God is hest served by a total 
absence of ecclesiastical govemment, in a build- 
ing which is as plain and undecorated as possible, 
and by a form so irregular as to -admit of åny 
changes or omissions that may perchance occur 
in an extempore service. It appears to me 
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that both these opinions are erroneous; and 
I conceive, though, I hope, without any bigo- 
try, that the proper medium, is that which was 
established by the Reformers of the sixteenth 
Century ; through whose exertions our churches 
no longer exhibit the appearance of picture 
galleries, sculptors' studios, or horticultural 
exhibitions, and yet lack nothing which can 
conduce to that decent propriety, that solemn 
aspect, which should ever pertain to the sanc- 
tuary. But I am wandering far away from my 
history. 

One bright morning, while Annie and I were 
seated with Madame Delancourt, Julie made 
her appearance in the dressing-room ; her råven 
hair perfecdy disordered by, the hurry which 
had brought her from the garden, and it was 
some minutes before she could regain breath 
sufficiently to make herself understood. At 
last she exclaimed, ^' Oh ! mamma, oh, Made- 
moiselle Bolingbroke, I have such good news 
foryou! I have just seen Monsieur Dorival, 
and he tells me that the beautiful Louise de 
Mercier is about to take the white veil, at the 

N Convent; now we can go and take our 

friends — is it not fortunate? You will be 
delighted, absolutely captivated, Mademoiselle 
Lindsay,'* she said, turning to Annie. 
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** And when does the young lady make her 
profession ?" asked Madame Delancourt. 

" Next Thursday. To-day is Saturday ; so 
we must call at the convent this afternoon, and 
la mere angelique will secure our piaces ; oh ! 
that chére mere angelique is a delightful crea- 
ture, is she not, Cécile ?" 

Cécile assented most cordially, and the gay 
prattier continued: — "I will go instantly, 
mamma, and order the carriage to be ready two 
hours earlier than usual ; for the N Con- 
vent is a good ten-miles' drive. Oh ! I am per- 
fectly chaxmed ; I did so much wish Mademoiselle 
Bolingbroke and MademoiseUe Lindsay to see 
the ceremony of taking the veil ; it is the most 
beautiful sight in the world : but I should hate 
to be a nun myself ; I want to see the world, and 
to be married in a year or two. I never could live 
one month in one of those gloomy little cells." 

Madame Delancourt chid her giddy daughter 
severely, for speaking thus lightly on sacred 
subjects, and for placing the blessed and holy 
profession of a " religieuse " in so derogatory a 
light, especially before Protestants; she was 
about to say heretics; but courtesy prevailed, 
and the scornful epithet was withheld. Julie 
pouted a little, and then ran off to feed her 
love-birds. 
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As soon as she was gone^ Madame Delan- 
court said^ " Julie is a naughty girl to chatter 
so fast and so carelessly as she does. Cécile 
and myself are alwajs telling her that she will 
bring some disgrace upon our holy religion ; not 
that she intends any harm, but she is so merry, 
and so f uU of persiflagef that I really think she 
cannot be serious more than five minutes to- 
gether; indeed, I never saw her reflect but 
once, and that was when she was preparing for 
her " premiere communion." 

Madame Delancourt having thus apologized 
for her daughter's levity, left the room, and 
other subjects supplied us with conversation 
until the aftemoon, when Julie once more 
rushed into the room, bidding- us to lay aside 
our work-baskets immediately, and prepare for 
our drive. Cécile remained at home with Annie, 
who was suffering from a slight cold ; and Mrs. 
Durant and myself, with our kind hostess and 
Julie, set out for N . 

Our road lay through a lovely district not far 
from the banks of the Seine ; but though pic- 
turesque at first, it was far from good, and was 
very tedious, for we wound about in a manner 
which made Julie's ten miles nearly twenty, 
and the carriage was several times in imminent 
danger of being overtumed by reason of the large 
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stones and the deep ruts with which our route 
abounded. The sun was low in the horizon 
when we reached the convent, and a flood of 
golden glory bathed the fine old forest trees, 
the grej walls of the convent^ and the distant 

town of N , with an almost supematural 

radiance. Here was a convent as lomantically 
situated as I could have desired ; but I had no 
leisure to gaze around, for Madame Delancourt 
hurried us into the inner court, as she desired 
to lose no time, in order that we might return 
to Paris before nightfalL We were admitted 
into the parlour of the convent, and in a few 
minutes la Supérieure appeared. She received 
us with the utmost cordiality, and promised 
that the best place in the chapel should be 
reserved for us ; and then she ordered a supply 
of fruit to be brought in, with some delicious 
crea,m, emå fromage au lait; and the appearance 
of these alluring refreshments greatly increased 
the prepossessions of Julie and myself in favour 
of the Supérieuie, for we were extremely 
hungry. 

Thursday came, when, to my surprise, Annie 
consented to accompany us; and soon after 
breakfast we were in motion, and contemplat- 
ing the lovely scenery through which we had to 
pass in our road to N . All this time any- 
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thing like reUgious discussion had been avoided 
in Annie's presence. Madame Delancourt and 
her daughters could not but love one who was 
so amiable, so gentle, and so winning in her 
rnanners ; and Mrs. Durant always treated her 
with the utmost respect ; while anything which 
might be considered disagreeable to the feelings 
of a Protestant was most scrupulously avoided 
by all parties. But v?henever Mrs. Durant and 
I were alone, she never failed to renew the one 
grand theme of our.intercourse; and that in a 
way so persuasive and so fascinating, that I 
listened involuntarily, and assented in my heart 
to all that I heard. Mrs. Durant daily urgéd 
me to make a public profession of the Roman 
Catholic faith ; and truly she was only urging 
me to be consistent> for I had entirely given 
up attending any Protestant form of worship ; 
and I had for some weeks adopted, though 
unknown to Annie, the Popish formulary for 
morning and evening prayers. But I felt that 
the time was not yet come ; I would wait a little 
before I became an open Papist. Oh, that I 
had then entreated at a throne of grace for light 
and wisdom from on high ! Had I then exclaimed 
with eamest sincerity, " Teach me thy way, O 
Lord,'* all would have been right ; the mists of 
superstition would have been eleared away, and 
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the Sun of Righteousness have axisen on me 
with healing in his wings. But I was proud, 
self-satisfied, and convinced of the soundness 
of my own judgment. Many months after- 
wards I opened my Bible and read these words^ 
" Trust in the Lord with all thine heart, and 
lean not unto thine own understanding ;" how 
did they then recal those hours of indecision, 
when, nominally a Protestant, and at heart a 
Papist, I hesitated under what banners I should 
permanently enlist ! 

But to return to the convent. When we 
came near the chapel, we found the road 
thronged with all kinds of people; and, had 
not our seats been secured, we sho\ild have 
stood a good chance of occupying but an inferior 
position, or of being excluded altogether. I 
was astonished at the splendour of the chapel; 
it was large, and most magnificently decorated ; 
and now it was omamented to an unusual 
degree, for the approaching solemnity. Some 
hundreds of wax tapers were spreading abroad 
their flickering light amid the beams of the 
bright morning sun ; beautiful flowers were 
wreathed round the tall pillars i and the sweet 
tones of the organ floated to the ear, in a pre- 
lude of extraordinary richness and meliody, 
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while the congregation of worshippers and spec- 
tators graduallj assembled. 

Our seat commanded a full view of the choir, 
and indeed of the whole church, and especially 
the " high altar," where was to be immolated a 
human mind, religions freedom, and perhaps an 
immortal soul. At length the organ ceased its 
pealing notes^ and a dead silence prevailed for 
about five minutes ; and then the nuns appeared 
with their flowing veils, carrying burriing tapers, 
and chanting a solemn hymn as they approached 
the altar. The young lady who was about to 
take the veil was placed so conspicuously, that 
every person in the church might behold her. 
She wasy as Julie had said, a very handsome 
young woman, and her personal attractions 
were heightened by the elegant bridal dress in 
which, as is customary on such occasions, she 
was attired. Her natural ringlets of dark 
brown flowed unrestrainedly over her finely- 
formed shoulders ; and on her head was placed 
a coronet of myrtles, lilies^ and white roses; 
while her transparent snowy robe was looped 
up by red rose-buds, half hid among the dark 
green leaves. She seemed much agitated as 
she knelt before the priest, and replied in a low 
and hurried voice to the usual interrogations. 
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She had not, however, pronounced many of the 
prescribed responses, when she burst into a 
violent flood of tears, and it was some minutes 
before the lady supérieure, by every caress and 
blandishment in her power, could succeed in 
calming her emotion. " Poor girl 1" said Mrs. 
Durant, " she is evidently much impressed with 
the solemnity of the sacred bonds she is this 
day taking on herself ; it is no light thing to 
become the bride of Christ; and the young 
lady is overpowered, no doubt^ at the blessed 
and holy tie which is henceforth to subsist 
between herself and her Redeemer." 

Such was Mrs. Durant's version of the 
novice's agitation; and Madame Delancourt, 
Cécile, and several others, spoke in the highest 
terms of the deep feeling which Mademoiselle 
de Mercier had displayed on this momentous 
occasion ; but I afterwards learned that she was 
no willing victim, since her guardians had placed 
her in the convent as for a temporary seclusion, 
and had then compelled her to take the veil, in 
order to prevent her marriage with one to whom 
she was greatly attached, and to whom she had 
been betrothed from childhood, but who had 
apostatized from the Romish faith, and become 
a heretic. 

At length, the customary formula being con- 
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cluded, the young lady retired^ that she might 
be attired in the novice's dress. After a brief 
space she retumed, — her rich dark tresses totally 
gone, and the wooUen robe, and the close ban- 
deaux, taking the place of the bridal dress and 
the fair wreath of flowers. I do not circum- 
stantially describe this ceremony, because I am 
aware that others far more competent than my- 
self have done this already. I cannot, however, 
omit to mention the beauty of the music ; it 
was so clear, so melodious, so ravishing, so un- 
like anything I had ever heard before. Now, 
the deepest tones of the rich organ, and the full 
harmony of the choir, floated down the pillared 
aisles; and then the low sweet voices of the 
sisterhood fell softly on the ear, and to the 
listener, who thought only of material sound, 
they might well be mistaken for " harp-notes 
of another sphere." If the Romish Church 
were to cease from grouping together all that is 
sublime, entrancing, and splendid to the eye of 
the natural man, she would soon lose her influ- 
ence, and that she weU knows. Rome is too 
wise to abandon one iota of her strongholds ; 
she is wiser in her generation than the children 
of light ; and if true Christians were as zealous 
for their Master's glory, as Romanists aie in 
general for the reputation and extension of their 
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apostate Churchi a marvellous change would be 
seen. Infidelity would be remorselessly driven 
out from her dark abodes; scepticism would 
tremble, and hide in dismay his brazen brow ; 
while Rome^ poor, unhappy, yet proud and 
defying tlome^ would yield up to the truth 
many a misguided) deluded soul^ who is now 
trusting for salvation in an arm of flesh. How 
can it be told that such would be the effects of 
Christian zeal ? We know it, because God has 
promised to bless, and in all ages of the Church 
has blessed, the zealous endeavours of his faith- 
ful servants, who, setting aside all personal con- 
sidefation and self-glory, seek only to promote 
the cause of Him who is their Beloved, their 
Father, their Etemal Friend, the God of all the 
earth. 

That evening I spent an hour alone after my 
return to Madame Delancourt's ; not on my 
kneeSf not ivith my Bible open before me, not 
lookinff upward for direction ; but in a kind of 
half-dream, ruminating on the events of the 
morning ; and, indeed, musing on all that had 
occurred since I first began to admire the 
Romish religion. It never occurred to me, that 
that which was so dazzling, so awful, so sublime 
in exterior, tuight be nothing more than " a 
gQodly apple rotten at the core," and during my 
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short seclusion I determined no longer to halt 
between two opinions, but immediately to make 
an open profession of Romanism ; I hurried to 
Annie's chamber to inform her of my intention ; 
and thus I took the last decided step, and 
grafted myself as a branch in that hollow and 
defiled tree which was planted by the father of 
Iles, when he first sowed the seeds of error and 
blasphemy in that once pure, once beloved, 
once favoured, but now lost and degraded 
Chiirch of Rome. On that great day, when 
the Saviour shall sit on his great white throne, 
and the secret things of iniquity shall be pro- 
claimed before the sun, then only will if be 
known how that false Church, that mother of 
harlots, has revelled in the blood of saints, 
and sold for gain the souls of men. May God 
call many a poor deluded one out of her dark 
embrace ; and may thousands, and tens of thou- 
sands, come out of her, and seek one Saviour, 
one Intercessor. It is a mark of a bitter, im- 
placable, unchristian-like spirit to speak thus 
of MEN ; but it is the bounden duty of every 
true follower of Christ, especially in these 
latter days, when error, hydra-headed, stalks 
throughout the breadth and length of the land, 
to proclaim, with unflinching boldness, the 
soul-destroying tendency of those Satanic (2oc- 
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trinesy which have for centuries assailed the 
Church of Clirist. Let each one, be he a little 
child or a father in Christ, be he wise or sim- 
ple, pray earnestly and daily, " From all false 
doctrine^ good Lord, deliver us." 



CHAPTER VII. 

When i reached Annie's room she was not 
there ; and I was proceeding to seek her in the 
garden, when I met Cécile Delancourt, and 
Monsieur Dorival, the confessor of the family. 
The priest, who had been informed of my pre- 
possessions in favour of the Romish religion, 
highly complimented me upon the free and 
candid spirit which I had displayed; adding, 
" Excuse me, Mademoiselle, but the worst point 
in the character of your countrymen, is that 
slavery to bigotry and intolerance, which binds 
them to peculiar tenets simply because their 
fathers held them ; however, there is a great 
change working in England; a few of our 
ecclesiastics have undertaken the work, and 
they have done it well ; we shall soon see fair 
Albion under our holy father's spiritual juris- 
diction ; but you, Mademoiselle, surprise and 
enchant me, by your freedom from this species 
of hereditary religion, for I can call it nothing 
else/' 
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I then told Monsieur Dorival and Cécile for 
what purpose I was seeking my sister. 

" Stay — stay," they both cried at the same 
instant ; and the priest continued : '^ you must 
aet eautiously^ Mademoiselle ; I would advise 
you to become an actual member of the 
Church, and then to inform your sister ; it is 
a dangerous thing to listen to the persuasive 
statements of heretic relations; especially if 
they be tenderly attached to you, and you to 
them ; and it is one part of the wisdom of the 
Church to prevent her beloved children, es- 
pecially her new-bom babes^ from being entan- 
gled by specious arguments and fair but delusive 
appearances." 

I yielded willingly to this piece of priestcraft, 
and the next day I began to prepare for con- 
fession. I do not dilate much on this point ; 
what the confessional really is, is well known, 
tbough it would be better if that knowledge 
were still further extended. I will only speak 
of two points : one is the unscriptural, and 
even immoral tendency of the hooks which are 
placed in the hånds of Romanists, in order to 
assist them in self-examination ; and the con- 
sequent exhibition of hitherto unknown wicked- 
ness to the minds of young people. The other 
point on which I would remark, is the blasphe- 
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mous nature of the confession itself^ which is 
addressed in the first place to God Almighty, 
and then to the blessed Mary, always a virgin ; 
to St. Michael the archangel, St. John the 
Baptist, St. Peter, St. Paul, and all the saints, 
and to the confessor himself ; and which con- 
cludes with beseeching all these deceased per- 
sons, and the living priest, to intercede with 
the Lord our God; so that the Saviour 
becomes a complete supemumerary ; and, at any 
rate, since we do not require his advocacy and 
mediation, he might just as well have remained 
in heaven, instead of coming down to ear£h, 
sharing our human griefs, and thus becoming 
experimentally acquainted with all the sorrows 
and temptations of mortal beings. Oh, shame 
on that religion which thus dishonours the 
blessed Son of God ! Were it possible that glo- 
rified saints could weep and lament, how would 
the blessed mother of our Lord mourn over the 
shameful slight, neglect, and rejection, thus 
cast upon him who was not only her cherished 
child, her obedient son, but her God and her 
Saviour; in whom by faith she rejoiced, ere 
yet he beheld in his human nature the light of 
day! 

When I retumed from confession, Annie 
was knitting in my dressing-room ; she seemed 
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in excellent spirits ; and she impressed a warm 
sisterly kiss on my forehead, as she took oS my 
bonnet. 

" Where have you been, dear ?" she asked ; 
** I wish I had known you were going out, for 
I intended to take a walk myself ; Julie has a 
cold, and Madame Delancourt the tooth-ache ; 
but had I known your intentions I should have 
accompanied you : for I do not much admire 
promenading the streets of this great eapital 
alone. But where have you been, Maude ?" 

I threw down my scarf and gloves upon the 
sofa, and while I poured half a bottle of 
Eau de Cologne upon my handkerchief, en- 
deavoured to answer, with as little agitation as 
possible: " I have been to confession : I did not 
think it was so late ; " and I added, carelessly — 
" lend me your green and white riband, I have 
lost mine." 

Annie made no answer: she sank back on 
her chair, and gasped for breath. I had never 
seen any one faint before ; and was extremely 
alarmed when I saw her eyes close, and her lips 
become white as the cambric handkerchief she 
held in her hånd. I threw open the window, 
bathed her temples with water, and administered 
smelling-salts. At length she revived, and a 
flood of tears came to her relief. 

H 
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'^ Annie^ dearest/' I said^ '^ do not distress 
yourself in this way ; you will one day own 
that I am right, and you will follow ray exam- 
pie. Wipe away your tears, love ; it makes me 
miserable to see you in this way." 

Annie did not answer ; she walked up and 
down the room with her hånds clasped, and 
exclaimed, " Oh ! my God, if it be possible, 
take this cup, this bitter cup from me ; never- 
theless, not my will, but thine be done. Lord, 
send forth thy light and thy truth ; gather back 
again thy straying sheep ; " and she wept again 
very bitterly. 

" Annie," I said very gravely, " I do not 
trouble you about your religion ; I think the 
least you can do, is to leave me to the free 
exercise of mine." 

She did not make any reply ; but she con- 
tinued to weep, and to pray silently, for I saw 
her Hps frequently moving ; until at last, being 
quite wom out, she lay down on the bed, and 
requested me to leave her alone. 

When I descended to the saloon, Madame 
Delancourt instantly perceived that something 
had occurred to agitate me : for she exclaimed, 
" My dearest child, how pale you are ! What 
can be the matter ? " 

I replied by relating the scene which had 
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just taken place between myself and my sister ; 
and I received in return no small encomiums 
from my hostess, her eldest daughter, and Mrs. 
Durant. The latter lady especially congratu- 
lated me on having got over the dreaded avowal ; 
and she tumed to Madame Delancourt, and 
said :— " Our young friend has indeed triumphed 
over all obstructions. The prejudices of birth, 
education, and affection, all conspired to enthral 
her better judgment ; but so strong is her sense 
of principle, so inquiring is her mind as to 
what is real religion, that all these obstacles she 
has patiently, perseveringly, and completely 
surmounted.'* 

** You wiU probably lose your sister's affec- 
tion," said Madame Delancourt : " but do not 
let this discourage you ; remember, it is said, 
that whosoever shall give up houses, or lands, 
or friends, for the gospel's sake, shall receive 
great recompense in thls life, and in the world 
to come everlasting happiness." 

"No," I answered, somewhat mournfully, 
" Annie will never cease to love me ; but it 
does grieve me when I reflect how sorrowful I 
have made her by thus abjuring the Protestant 
religion." 

" Ah, you were always so considerate for 
others," replied Mrs. Durant ; " you have ever 

H 2 
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thought more of your sister's peace of mind 
than of your own ; this waa a sin, but a very 
amiable sin." 

With all my blind incredulity, I could not help 
asking myself what kind of sin an amiable sin 
migbt be. Amiable means that which is lovely 
and attractive ; now^ how any sin could possibly 
be invested with a peculiar beauty or recom- 
mendation, puzzled me not a little, and I was 
about tQ ask Mrs. Durant to define the exact 
meaning of an amiable sin ; but some persons 
coming in frustrated my design, and it did not 
again occur to my memory, until that blessed, 
though painful period, when my eyes were 
opened to the true nature of the false doctrines 
which I had embraced. 

It was some days before Annie smiled again ; 
her pale, sad face was a continual reproach 
whenever we met ; and in order to avoid her 
tears and importunities, I withdrew myself as 
much as possible from her society. I always 
walked and read with Mrs. Durant or Monsieur 
Dorival ; and when I was tired of serious con- 
versation, I ran to the giddy Julie for amuse- 
ment. Meanwhile I was daily reminded, that 
being myself a member of the true Church, it 
was incumbent upon me not on^y to recommend 
my new religion to my sister^ but also to seek 
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by erery and any means to induce her also to 
iftbjure her heresies. 

One day I made a violent attack upon her 
religions opinions. " No wonder," I said, 
** that Protestants cleave so closely to their 
religion, which is so comfortable to the flesh! 
Where are the fasts of the Reformed Church ? 
where the painful observances whereby all true 
Catholics seek to control their camål desires ? " 

Annie replied very gently : " AUow me, dear 
Maude, to ask you also a question. Do you 
think it a mark of holiness in a Church, that 
she commands her foUowers to abstain from 
meats, and from marriage, and to conform to 
many mortifying observances ? '^ 

"Assuredly, " I answered; "and it is not 
any Church that makes such wise and good 
regulations but the Church, the only true 
catholic and apostolic Church.'* 

" Then, my dear," returned Annie, " you 
must yield the palm to the Brahmins and other 
heathen tribes, who quite outdo Roman Catho- 
lics in fasting ; so, if the test be, who can best 
subjugate the desires of the flesh in these out- 
ward matters, the true Church, after all, must 
be in one of those Indian tribes; and true 
faith, exercised among those poor self-tortured 
devotees, for whose conversion we send out 
missionaries and catechists.*' 
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Here I was at a stand-still. I knew that 
what Annie asserted of the Brahmins was true ; 
therefore I could not gainsay her, and she 
continued — 

** I do tbink that fasting and humiliation are. 
too mueh neglected by many Protestants. I 
am sure they may be used as important means 
of grace when practised in a right spirit, not to 
be seen of men, but in token of deep contrition 
and humiliation before God/' 

"That is the very thing," I interrupted; 
" Protestants may observe what they like, and 
omit what they like ; the true Church admits of 
ILO such latitude ; a rule is laid down for one 
and all, and none may deviate from it but at the 
peril of their own souls." 

" Your Church cannot insist upon real ac^ 
ceptable fasting/' returned Annie ; " becauae 
that rests with individuals ; the mere abstain-' 
ing from food is nothing ; there must be a Æuit 
from sin, a bringing down of the high thoughts 
and lofty imaginations of man, before God wili 
approve it; but we do not quarrel with your 
Church for commanding her children to fast ; 
at any rate, the simple aet of abstinence is 
quite haxmless ; it may, as I said before, be 
profitably improved, to the great nourishment 
and refreshment of the soul; but the point 
wherein Romanism errs, is this ; it makes fast- 
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ing, not a means of grace, but grace itseif ; a 
good workf a righteous act^ by which we please 
God, and scrape togetber a little more self- 
justification, to add to the beap which shall 
hereafter be brought forward to atone for sins.'* 

I could not answer Annie ; for I had heard 
that verj morning, that fasting and other good 
works would procure that reward which the 
devout Christian merits. I made some excuse 
for leaving the room, and, once without the 
door, I took pretty good care not to return 
until I vrås assured that other persons were 
present, and that a téte-a-tåie was not to be 
dreaded. Nearly a year had passed away af ter 
our arrival in Paris before we began to think of 
proceeding southward ; and when I did propose 
it, early in the spring. Madame Delancourt so 
entirely overruled my intentions by her winning 
and pressing entreaties to remain longer her 
guest, that summer burst upon us in all her 
bright glowing beauty, ere we made any serious 
preparations for prosecuting our tour. 

It was rather a sorrowful parting ; for Ma- 
dame Delancourt and her daughters had indeed 
acted towards us with the utmost kindness. 
At this period Annie and I seldom spoke on 
religions topics; and in order to be entirely 
free from my sister*s surveillance, I agreed to 
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share Mrs. Durant*s sleeping apartment, and 
during the day I always contrived never to be 
alone with Annie ; and if for a few minutes it 
ever chanced that we were thrown together, I 
invariably sought some general topic of conver- 
sation whereby my sister's attention might be 
diverted from the subject which I knew lay 
nearest her heart. 

At last our trunks and carpet-bags were 
packed up ; we took our final adieu of the 

N Convent, and St. Germain's ; and bid- 

ding farewell to our kind friends, we departed 
from the gay Gallic capital. 

Our route lay through much lovely country ; 
and when we came to any place of note^ we 
remained there a few days; so that our pro- 
gress was necessarily slow. We remained at 
Montpelier for nearly a fortnight^ Sad Mont- 
pelier i for how many melancholy feelings does 
the mention of that place awaken in many a 
heart! We read here^ on the marble tombs 
which mark the last resting-places of these 
exiled ones, the names of many who had come 
seeking health: the dying ones of all nations 
seemed to have repaired hither^ to lay their 
wearied frames beneath the green sod of a 
foreign land; but the number of English 
greatly preponderated« At Marseilles we only 
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waited for the packet^ and there we first saw 
the beautiful blue Mediterranean, its rolling 
waves sparkling in the clear sunshine; and 
many a white sail was flitting across the mighty 
bosom of those azure-tinted waters. We 
launched away on that bright, glorious sea, and 
our gallant ship steered right merrily through 
the wide expanse of its crested billows. 

One morning the sailors cailed us on deck to 
gaze on the Italian shores ; and there lay the 
purpie hills and the romantic villages^ and the 
graceful vineyards^ all partially shrouded in 
that soft blue mist which rather enhances than 
diminishes the beauty of an Italian landscape. 
During the whole day we passed on, along that 
fair coastj and ever and anon, when we tumed, 
or^ technically speaking> doubled some bold 
majestic headland, we came suddenly in view 
of some old decayed town, with grey towers, 
and grey houses, and having altogether that 
solemn and dignified appearance which gene- 
rally characterizes the sea-coast towns of Italy. 
It was late in the evening when we came to 
anchor in the port of Civita Yecchia; and 
with feelings not to be described I set foot on 
the classic soil of that bright southern land. 
We intended to remain near the coast for a few 
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weeks, and then to take up our residence in 
Biome for the winter. As notliing material 
occurred during this timey I will pass on to the 
period when, the autiimn having set in, we 
proceeded towards the '^Etemal city." Mrs. 
Durant and myself occupied ourselves during 
our last day's joumey in recapituhtting all the 
glories of the Romish religion ; and great was 
the delight we anticipated from dwelling at 
the head-quarters of Catholicism. We should 
visit the residence of our holy father the Pope; 
we should wander through the long dreamy 
aisles of St. Peter's, and there we should be- 
hold the rites and ceremonies of our faith 
solemnized in all their splendour and glory. 

During these conversations poor Annie was 
mostly silent ; if referred to, she spoke candidly, 
but gently ; and it was very evident that the 
spring of all earthly happiness was destroyed, 
or at least choked up for a time ; but if earthly 
cistems failed, it was clear that her hopes of a 
brighter world grew more vivid and more en- 
during. An expression of sadness had become 
fixed on that sweet, eamest brow; but very 
different was it from that sorrow which worketh 
death ; for the peace which passeth all under- 
standing shed a holy calm over the tinge of 
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melancholj which for the last year had shaded 
the gentle countenance of my Annie ; in her 
was yerified the words of the holy psalmist, 
** Great peace have they which love thy law, 
and NOTHiNO shall offend them." 



CHAPTER VIII. 

There is something of very touching beauty 
in autumn — a truth which is become stale by 
f requent repetition ; for most persons say it, 
and many authors write it ; yet still I must say 
once more what everybody knows. Why is 
the twilight so lovely ? why are the last pale 
roses so precious ? why does the ear hang as it 
were upon the parting tones of a beloved voice ? 
Because they are leaving us ; we have enjoyed 
them, admired them, loved them, and now they 
are departing ; and we knew not till the last 
few days contracted into hours> and the hours 
into minutes^ how inexpressibly dear they were. 
There is a rich glory too in the early autumn^ not 
unlike the fine mellow tints of a Titian or a 
Raphael ; and as flower after flower fades, and 
leaf after leaf flutters down from the parent 
stem, and the blue sapphire of the summer 
heavens vanishes, leaving but the mild calm 
grey of autumnal skies, to moum, as it were, 
over the fading world beneath ; then it is that 
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we love more fondly than ever the departing 
beauties of nature. But that Italian autumn, 
those waning days spent within old Rome^ how 
glorious they were ! far beyond all human de- 
scription : and yet I would say a word of the 
laden vines^ and the crystal skies, and the clear 
warm atmosphere, which rendered the " ancient 
city " a more salubrious abode than it is during 
the sultry months of June^ July, and their two 
sultry successors. It is one thing to speak or read 
of Rome ; to reflect how she was once roistress 
of the world ; and another thing to stand within 
her gates ; to tread her dreamy streets ; to 
wander from Capitol to Coliseum; to muse on 
the Cæsars^ on Vespasian, on Constantine ; on 
the rise of Papal domination; and finally to 
cast a glance over the stately city^ and to feel, 
that with her halo of glory around her, she is 
sinking gradually into that grave which shall at 
last receive her; and Babylon, the mystical 
Babylon, shall be no more. The annals of 
Rome are replete with the most vivid interest ; 
it matters not to trace her origin in this place ; 
there are few who know not her history ; there 
are, also, comparatively few who reflect on what 
they know. They have read and learned the 
history of Rome in school-roohi days; but 
they never tum away from the gay world, and 
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look down ^^ the mighty stream of time/' mark- 
ing the young fragile life of the infant nation ; 
its stniggling youth, its conquering maturity, 
and its declining old age ; and of the few who 
do thus meditate, still fewer trace hack these 
stupendous changes to the Omnipotent hånd 
which guides the hearts of princes ; laying in 
the dust one proud kingdom, and from the 
aahes of its funeral pile, erecting another, 
which for a few centuries, more or less, lays 
prostrate at her feet surrounding realms ; and 
after triumphing, dazzling, and tjrrannizing, 
declines in her tum ; till at length her name is 
found only in the ancient song, the old ro- 
mance, or the history of by-gone and almost 
forgotten days. 

But though I now speak thus of that far- 
famed capital, such were not my cogitations 
when for the first time I dwelt in Rome. It is 
true that I exulted over the downfall of Pagan- 
ism ; I rejoiced that the monster deities were 
no more ; but while I triumphed in the might 
of Papal power, it did not strike me that the 
heathen creed and my own were wonderfully 
similar. The heathen knelt before stone images ; 
so did I : they bowed in fearful subjection to 
their inhuman' priests ; so did I : they offered 
to their fierce gods the sacrifice of human life ; 
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and with what a holocaust does Home insult 
the majesty of Heaven! Setting aside the 
countless thousands whom she has slain — the 
myriads who surrendered their lives rather than 
bear the mark of the beast^ — setting these 
quite aside, that false Church requires, as an 
acceptable oblation to the meek and tender 
Jesus, that her followers should renounce the 
dearest ties of nature ; that they should sever 
those bonds of affection which his own love 
has bestowed; and that, buried from the 
world, they should pass their existence (it can- 
not be cailed life) in a dreamy state of inanity. 
But now that the light of ^^ the everlasting 
gospel" has beamed on my once darkened 
mind, my heart yearns over that unhappy 
Church; and while my heart will swell with 
indignation, as I muse on her craft and subtlety, 
yet, when I remember her poor, deluded 
devotees, as they bow and kneel and confess 
in servile subjection, I could weep torrents of 
tears. But it is fuU time to return to our 
joumey. 

We arrived safely at our destination, spent 
a day or two at a very indifferent locanda, and 
then settled ourselves in a small yet comfort- 
able house, which was ofiered for our use by 
its landlord. A few weeks passed on, unvaried 
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by any incident, except, indeed, by the wonders 
we every day explored ; and the whole of the 
period waa so marked by the extreme loveliness 
of the season, that even Annie, who had for 
several months appeared very sad and dispirited, 
began to revive under the influence of the 
bright skies and the balmy atmosphere. But 
even in these ^^sunbright climes/' spring 
and sununer are not etemal; and though a 
Roman winter is totally different from an 
English one, still it was winter, and we were 
frequently compelled to relinquish our long 
promenades. Christmas came, and I had an 
opportunity of witnessing the solemnities of 
the Romish Church, performed with a splen- 
dour and magnificence unknowh in any other 
country. For some nights before the ^th of 
December, we heard shepherds' pipes playing 
at midnight ; and I was told they were carried 
through the city all night, and that the per- 
formers stopped for a few minutes before the 
shrines of the Virgin, of which there is one or 
more in every street. After the Feast of the 
Nativity, Mrs. Durant took me to see what was 
called the Holy Family ; at least, such is the 
3ubject of the tableau, though I cannot re- 
member now the exact name which is assigned 
to it. A portion of the church was devoted 
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to this theatrical exhibition ; the characters per- 
sonated being none other than Mary, Joseph^ and 
the Divine infant. The whole was exceedingly 
well managedy and the light so disposed as 
to g^ve an almost magical effect to the scene. 
I have been told, and I have also read, that at 
the same time it is usual to place a little girl 
in an elevated position, whence she is taught to 
preach, in order to exemplify fuUy the text, 
" Out of the mouths of babes and sucklings," 
&c. ; but not having witnessed this veith my 
ov^n eyes, I do not adduce it as a positive faet ; 
although I firmly believe the truth of the 
statement. Annie generally accompanied us 
toany extraordinary festival, unless it happened 
on the Sabbath ; and then no persuasion could 
induce her to omit being present at the little 
i&olated Protestant chapel, which is situated 
immediately outside " La porta del popolo." 

By means of Madame Delancourt, we had 
formed acquaintance with several Italian fami- 
lies, and, in the case of Mrs. Durant and 
myself, these acquaintances were rapidly grow- 
ing into a kind of fungus friendship; for it 
sprang up without reason or apparent root, and 
at last vanished away in a few hours. Of this 
numerous coterie, two persons only, exercised 
over me any considerable influence ; and these 

I 
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were the Signora Ridonzi, and the Abate 
Chiesamo. The first was a lady of haughty 
mannersy but extreme talent, and the last of 
course an ecclesiastic, and as fuU of wily plans 
and craftyschea.es as anyotherof his order; 
though he belonged to the Benedictines, who 
are not a whit behind their brethren in exclusive 
zeal and party finesse. The Signora visited 
us daily; and on several occasions spent a 
whole week with us; neither was the Abate 
less polite; but dropped in at all hours, well 
stocked with news and compliments. He had 
several long arguments with Annie, but to no 
purpose ; and after his last interview with her, 
he retumed to the saloon in a state little short 
of infuriation. Poor Annie suffered deeply ; 
she never joined our circle without heaiing 
some cutting sarcasms directed against heretics : 
and she might consider herself particularly 
fortunate, when she was not cailed upon to 
listen to a long strain of exhortation, or rather 
invective ; while, day by day, my manner grew 
more and more cold towards her, and I fre- 
quently allowed her to see that we should 
prefer her remaining in her own apartment. 

One fine spring evening, I saw Mrs. Durant 
and the Abate in eamest conversation, as they 
were walking together in the garden. A few 
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minutes afterwards, Mrs. Durant returned to 
the house, and told me that the Abate was 
desirous to speak to me alone. He began the 
conversation by saying, that he had a painful 
duty to perform ; but that, nevertheless, as a 
duty, he would not shrink from it. He con- 
sidered, he said, that I was not acting rightly 
by my sister; milder measures had failed to 
produce any change of opinion, therefore it 
was now fuU time to resort to sterner remedies. 

I shuddered ; for I thought of the torture, 
of the Inquisition and I know not what, and I 
gasped forth, " It cannot be ; I will never con- 
sent to any cruelty being practised upon Annie ; 
no corporeal suffering, no imprisonment ; I 
will not hear of it." 

The Abate stood before me, and fixed his 
dark, serious eyes upon me, while he sternly 
demanded, whether I accounted myseif a true 
daughter of the Church ? His voice awed me; 
and I answered in the affirmative. " Then how 
can you dåre to question her authority?" he 
replied in a tone of remonstrance. 

" I do not question it," I answered meekly ; 
*' I spoke hastily ; I have sinned in so doing ; 
but oh ! spare Annie ! *' 

" Calm yourself," returned the Abate ; " you 
are terrified at a shadow; no one wishes to 

i2 
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touch Miss lindsay : you still retain some of 
jour old Protestant terrors. Can you not see, 
by this time^ that all you have heard of Catholle 
compulsion and cruelty is a bugbear ? But to 
come to the point; Miss Lindsay refiises to 
become a Catholic ! would it not be better to 
subject her to temporary inconvenience, or even 
suffering^ than to risk her etemal salvation?" 

** Certainly," I replied feebly. 

^'Then what I propose is this: withdraw 
your countenance firom Miss Lindsay. Give 
her this alternative^ either to embrace Catho- 
licism^ or to prepare to quit your sociefy, and 
at the same time to relinquish your temporal 
support. A few months of harassing pecuniary 
difficulties may work wonders; and then you 
will have the extreme deUght of knowing, that 
your decision, and the violence done to your 
own feeliugs, have saved your sister.** 

Will my readers believe, that I did not op- 
pose this cruel scheme ? The truth is, I eould 
not bear to gaze on Annie's sad face ; I could 
not endure the sweet, gentle smiles which she 
gave me in return for cold neglect or cutting 
wrong, and I had wished a thousand times 
that she were back again at Bolingbroke. The 
approval of my spiritual adviser was quite 
sufficient, I thought, to justify me in this cold- 
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blooded plan ; nevertheless, I deferred speaking 
to Annie for more than a week ; and the Abate, 
while he commended the sweet amiability of 
my disposition, chid me for evincing so much 
weakness when a matter of spiritual life and 
death was at stake. At last the time came. 

Annie and I were alone ; she was speaking 
of our early days ; and, hard as my heart had 
become, I felt softened at the remembrance of 
those bright, happy hours. I was rapidly giving 
way, when I remembered that I mu^t obey the 
Chnrch. I began by once more begging Annie 
to be convinced of the deadly sin of separation 
from the Romish Church ; but my close argu- 
ments and brilliant eloquence, (which, how- 
ever, were lessons leamed by rote,) far from 
producing in her mind any conviction, only 
seemed to open to her a wider field whereon, by 
the " sword of the Spirit," she might fight and 
overcome those who wielded only the bulrush 
of human doctrines. At last I became very 
angry, and Annie, as was her wont, when I 
changed argument for invective and noisy decla- 
mation, betook herself to silence. The effort 
blanched my cheek, but I did accomplish it; 
and I told my poor sister, that, unless she pro- 
fessed the true faith within one week from 
that time, she must prepare to relinquish all 



118 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 

intercourse with me ; and also to become de-^ 
pendent for support on her own resources. 

I had prepared myself for her faintingy or 
going into hysterics; but no such event fol- 
lowed. She sat perfectly still and motionless. 
At last she clasped her hånds, and, raising her 
tearless eyes, she exclaimed, " Oh ! my God, I 
have besought thee to deliver me from this 
bitter stroke ; yet since it is thy will to subject 
me to this fiery trial, oh, grant me strength to 
abide it ; and let not the fear of man ensnare 
me. 

After a time I said mildly, " Well, Annie, I 
do not ask you to decide now — this day week 
we will meet here again ; and may the blessed 
Virgin incline your heart to seek peace where 
only it can be obtained.*' 

"Peace!" said Annie, somewhat bitterly* 
" Oh to sleep in that marble tomb at Boling- 
broke, with my beloved mother ; or, even here 
in this foreign land ; any where, so that it were 
the grave ! There is peace there, Maude. The 
time will come when you will long to erase the 
memory of this day from your heart ; but you 
will long in vain ; the remembrance of it will 
haunt you like a spectre, and go down with you 
to the grave. But what am I saying?" con- 
tinued my unhappy sister ; " I am murmuiing 
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and rebelling against one viho orders all things 
aright. But I am well-nigh distracted. Oh 
for more patience— more cheerful endnrance! 
Oh let not this sin of repining be laid to my 
charge ! " 

Once more, I entreated Annie to relinquish 
her heresy. T spoke of the haxdships of toiling 
for a daily living, accustomed, as she had been 
from childhoody to every luxury; but she 
answered — 

" I can bear that. God will surely provide 
for me ; I do not fear want ; a little will suffice 
for me, and he who feeds the young ravens 
will give me that little. It is for his sake that 
I become an outcast, and he will never leave 
me nor forsake me." 

Tinding her impregnable on this point, I 
spoke of our separation. I said, that we might 
never meet again ; we, who had been so linked 
together, must we now part so entirely ? And 
then I saw that I had indeed touched a power- 
ful chord. 

Annie made no answer fo^ some time : but at 
length she murmured, "Oh, how strong this 
temptation ! Maude, show me some little kind- 
ness. I care not for wealth nor station, but I 
cannot leave ywi, my sister, my child ; for my 
love for you has been for many years that of a 



se 



180 THB AUT0BI06RAPHT CW 

mother for her first-bom. Say, dearest Maude, 
that you onlj threaten me ; yoa cannot . mean 
to enforce this cruel separation." 

Say but one word, Annie," I exclaimed, 
give but one token of assent, and we will 
never part. You will be dearer to me than 
ever. I£ you even say, that you will try the 
Catholic religion for six months or so, all idea 
of separation, whether of body or mind, shall 
be relinquished for ever; we shall be again 
dear sisters ; one in heart and purpose, as we 
were in those quiet, peaceful days of errOT. 
Yes, you will do this, Annie; only join the 
Church for a few months, just to enable you to 
form your own judgment. If you choose it, 
you can, at any time, return to Protestantism. 
Come, dear, I wait your assent." 

Annie trembled violently. " I cannot answer 
you now," she said, in a very faltering voice. 

I saw that I had gained ground, and my 
heart beating high with hope of success, I con- 
tinued to press more closely. " One word, 
dear," I said, " only one word, — ^will you not at 
least become a Catholic pro tempore ? '* 

" I will, I will," — she whispered faintly ; I 
was just about to utter a rapturous exclama- 
tion, when she added, ^^ I will tell you another 
time." 
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"You will tell me another time," I said; 
" well, dear, I do not urge you to decide 
hastily ; yet I had ratlier you spoke now." 

" No, not now," she murmured, as if speak- 
ing to herself ; " I must not speak now, it is an 
hour of weakness ; " and her energies appearing 
totally exhausted, she sank upon my arm in a 
a kind of fainting-fit. I did not leave her tiU 
she was in bed, and then, kissing her with 
much appearance of affection, I joined my 
friends below, who were anxiously waiting the 
result of our interview. They highly ap- 
plauded my conduct, when I related what had 
passed ; and joined me in hoping that my 
urging had heen at last effective. Annie con- 
tinued very unwell until the day appointed for 
her final decision, and during this time I 
scarcely saw her ; indeed, I had not visited her 
chamber for three days, when the evening 
arrived which was to decide her fate. 

At the appointed time I left the party in the 
saloon, and ascended to Annie's apartment. 
When I stood before the door, my heart re- 
lented ; visions of other days came back with 
ahnost overwhelming force ; but I stifled these 
better feelings, and, placing my hånd on the 
latch, I entered the room as noiselessly as pos- 
sible, in order to receive the answer of my 
gentle, persecuted sister. 



CHAPTER IX. 

A SUDDEN storm had deepened the advancing 
twilight, and the gloom had increased while I 
was passing from the saloon to Annie*s room ; 
for, to saj the truth, I had loitered consider- 
ably. I was on the eastem side of the house, 
and, as it was consequently nearly dark, I stood 
for some minutes in Annie's presence, before I 
knew whether she were awake or asleep. She 
was lying on a sofa near the window, and she 
appeared to have just fallen into a doze, for the 
pen With which she had been writing lay wet 
upon the table. I stood for a few minutes 
gazing on her pale features. It might be the 
effect of the dim light, or the sickly glare of 
the moon, which ever and anon shone out with 
fitful gleam from behind huge, waterj, f unereal- 
looking clouds ; but I could not but think that 
her countenance, and, indeed, her whole form, 
looked something like the cold, white, sculp- 
tured figuxes which lie on tombs; and again I 
was struck by her extreme likeness to my 
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mother. There was the same delicate com- 
plexion, the same long brown lashes sweeping 
the alabaster cheek^ for, alas! the roses that had 
once bloomed there had long since fled; and 
the resemblance which I observed was that of 
our dear parent in her latter days, when weighed 
down by sickness and secret sorrow ; it did not 
recal to my mind the bright yet gentle beauty 
which I remembered as distinguishing her in 
my early childhood, nor the placid countenance 
illuminated by those sweetest of smiles, nor 
those meek blue eyes which had been wont to 
be radiant with delight, when her little petted 
Maude came to read to mamma, or to recite 
some little hymn, or verse of Scripture. The 
longer I stood by Annie's couch, the more this 
very natural likeness affected me. I wished 
she would awake, that she would not lie there 
looking so still and cold ; and at last she did 
open her eyes, and saw me standing by her. 

" You are come," she said, sadly, "you are 
come, Maude, to pronounce my sentence ; is it 
not so?" 

" I am come, dear Annie," I replied, " to 
bind you to me by a tie stronger and holier 
than any that we have hitherto known ; at least 
I hope so. You must have decided ere this to 
recant your heresies, and to join the only true 
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and living Church. You wiH become a member 
of the Church, will you not ?" 

" A member of the Church of Christ may I 
iever be," said Annie ; "but, be it remembered, 
that that Church comprises all who sincerely 
love the Lord Jesus Christ, whether they be 
* Barbarian, Scythian, bond or free ; and out of 
it there is no salvation.' " 

" The Church of Rome is the Church of 
Christ," I said. 

" It cannot be, Maude," replied Annie; " the 
marks by which the Church of God and the 
children of God may be discemed are to be 
found in Holy Scripture ; and in the Romish 
Church I do not find any of these indispen- 
sable marks. I see nothing of the humility, 
the simpHcity, or the compassion which marked 
the religion of the Church founded by Christ 
himself ; but, on the contrary, I witness much 
arrogance, fierceness, bigotry, and pride of 
good works ; and, above all, the Saviour is not 
made the Alpha and Omega — the all and in all, 
of Roman Catholicism; therefore, I dåre not 
join myself to that apostate Church. God has 
said, * Come out of her, my people, that ye be 
not partakers of her sins, and that ye receive not 
of her plagues ; for her sins have reached unto 
heaven, and God hath remembered her iniqui- 
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ties,' As in the case of the Amorites of old, her 
cup of iniquity is not yet full ; and though the 
God of love and mercy delays to strike^ yet will 
the hour come, and that soon, when all that is 
threatened in Scripture shall be accomplished, 
and like a millstone shall that great city^ that 
spiritual Babylon, be thrown down, and shall 
be found no more at all." 

" You are speaking of the prophecies written 
in the Apocalypse," I said ; " but wiser persons 
than yourself have determined that those de- 
nunciations were uttered against Pagan Rome ; 
against the heathen city, which shed so much 
blood." 

*' I know that Romanists have so explained 
these passages," answered Annie; "but they 
cannot support their argument: Pagan Rome 
is destroyed, but none of these things came 
upon her which are here denounced. If Pagan 
Rome were here intended, the Word of God 
has proved false; a proposition at which I 
think both Protestants and Papists would shud- 
der. We read, that immediately after these 
things, there foUows the Alleluia of praise 
because God has executed judgment ; and then 
we hear of the marriage-supper of the Lamb ; 
and the beast, that is Antichrist, or Romanism, 
together with the false prophet, which is 
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Mohammedanism, shall be cast into the lake of 
fire buming with brimstone ; and He who hath 
put all His enemies under His feet shall reign 
for ever and ever, King of kings and Lord of 
lords. N09 dearest Maude^ I have made my 
decision. Here alone, in this silent chamber^ 
and on my knees before God, I have resolved, 
by his help, to sufier affliction with the children of 
God, for a season, rather than choose the 
smoother path, and peril my soul ; for do I not 
know, have I not read it again and again during 
the past week, that * though our outward man 
perish, yet the inward man is renewed day by 
day ; and so our light affliction, which is but 
for a moment, worketh for us a far more exceed- 
ing and etemal weight of glory.' ' For I know 
that if my earthly house of this tabemacle were 
dissolved, I have a building of God, a house 
not made with hånds, etemal in the heavens.'" 
As my sister spoke these last words, the dark 
clouds roUed off, and the bright light of the 
moon shone into the darkened chamber, and 
falling f uU upon her face, displayed the expres- 
sion of fervent faith and triumphant hope which 
rested thereon. I could have almost thought 
that I sat before one from whom the things of 
time had disappeared, and whose soul, gazing 
on the glories of etemity, was wrapt in the con- 
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templation of the overwhelming yet rapturous 
scene. And this was false faith, damnable 
heresy ; and I could say so, and believe it too ! 
It is written, ^' Seeing, they shall see and not 
perceive, and hearing, they shall hear and not 
understand;" and this was my case. I had 
courted darkness, longed for darkness, rushed 
headlong into Egyptian night; and now my 
desire was given me, and I was involved in such 
utter and impenetrable obscurity, that nothing, 
save the Spirit of God, could have penetrated 
that total darkness. Blessed be his holy name, 
who at last sent back the light which I had so 
proudly cast away. Great, wonderful, and oh, 
how unmerited, was the mercy! Truly he 
called me out of darkness into his marvellous 
light. 

I tumed again to Annie and used other 
arguments. I spoke again of the promise she 
had given our dying parent, to be a mother to 
me, as well as an affectionate sister and com- 
panion. I recalled our early years, our youth- 
ful diversions in the stately old park at Boling- 
broke. I bid her reflect, that probably we 
might meet no more; that she might never 
again revisit those beloved scenes of childhood, 
to which I knew she clung with a tenacity 
almost as strong as life itself. I begged her to 
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consider the difficulties which would encompass 
her path as an unprotected woman> seeking her 
daily bread from strangers, and labouring to 
provide even the simple necessaries of life. 
But the ground which I had thought to gain 
was now altogether lost. Annie was firm and 
decided ; and though she wept torrents of tears, 
but one answer could be distinguished amidst 
her sobs, and that was^ ^^ No ; I cannot, I can- 
not renounce my Saviour." 

" You are not called upon to renounce your 
Saviour," I replied, very angrily ; " you would 
make it appear that Catholics are no better 
than heathens or Mohammedans." 

Annie wiped away her tears, and answered, 
" In becoming a Papist, I must give the glory 
which is due to Jesus alone, to saints and 
angels; I must bow down to graven images; I 
must, in part at least, endeavour myself to 
purchase my own salvation. No, Maude, I 
dåre not, I will not, I cannot become a Roman 
Catholic." 

" Then perish in your sins," I replied, en- 
raged to the last degree. " Take the conse- 
quences both in this world and the next ; go, 
and perish everlastingly ; your blood be upon 
your own head. I give you a month to decide 
upon your future plans. I do not wish you to 
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leave me penniless," I continued, throwing a 
well-filled purse on the table, " but henceforth 
you depend upon yourself. You will depart as 
soon as possible ; and we meet no more until 
adversity shall have taught you the value of 
what you now so obstinately reject." 

'^Maude, Maude/' exclaimed Annie, in a 
tone of the deepest agony, — but I would not 
listen ; indeed, I dared not trust myself another 
minute ; and I hurried down stairs to tell Mrs. 
Durant, the Signora Ridonzi, and the Abate, 
what I had done : I néeded all their encour- 
agement and applause, for I was sick at heart, 
and altogether miserable. A few days passed 
on, during which I had not once seen Annie. 
She remained entirely in her own apartments, 
and I, on my part, carefully avoided anything 
which might lead to an interview. One morn- 
ing, however, while I sat at work in my dress- 
ing-room, a note was brought to me by one of 
the domestics. It contained only a few lines 
from my rister, informing me that she had 
secured a situation as govemess in the family 
of a Swiss Protestant gentleman, and that in 
four days she intended to depart for her new 
residence. I felt relieved when I read this; 
indeed, all my scruples vanished entirely, — for 
now, I thought, she will merely suffer a little 

K 
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inconvenienee through Ker own obstiifftcy ; 
doubtlesSj when she begins to feel the annoj^ 
ances of a dependent 8itiiation> she will reflect, 
and in the end make up her mmd to renounce 
her deeply-rooted heretical opinions. Thus I 
quieted the voice of conscience, and I did not 
trouble myself further ahout the matter until 
the fourth day, when I saw Annie's trunks, 
duly corded and directed, prepared for her 
departure. An hour afterwards she came her- 
self to my room^ equipped for her long^ sad 
joumey. She was very pale, and had evidently 
wept profusely, but now she was quite calm, 
and even an expression of tranquillity rested 
upon her pallid countenance. 

" I am come^ Maude/' she said^ when she 
had closed the door> ^* to bid you fEirewell: in 
a quarter of an hour I shall leave this house ; 
and as it is uncertain when or where we shall 
meet again^ you cannot refuse to grant me 
fifteen minutes of your society." 

There was such an air of quiet dignity in 
her tone and manner, that I felt almost awed, 
and totally at a loss how to proceed. After a few 
moments' silence, I said, ** I shall be glad to 
hear from you, Annie ; let me know that you 
arrive safely at your destination, and write to 
me as often as you please ;*' and then I stopped, 
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for I felt ihat I betrayed much awkwardness 
and fonnality. At last Annie said, ^^A few 
ammtes more, dear Mande, and you and I shall 
be separated, perhaps for ever, therefore bear 
with me, once more, while, for the last time, I 
entreat you to consider the paths which you 
have chosen. I feel certain, that, some tune or 
other, though I may never see it, you will 
return to that pure and holy faith which h&s 
been exhibited to your view from infancy. 
God will lead you back by paths that you know 
not of, and in all probability by paths of deep 
and bitter sorrow. God bless you, Maude," 
she added hurriedly. and in a most impassioned 
tone, (for the carriage stood at the door,) " God 
bless you and guide you. I do not blame you 
for this bitter trial ; it is but the influence of 
that cruel religion which, Moloch-like, sets 
aside all ties of nature, all love of the heart, 
and, alas! all sweet Christian charity, the 
blessed fruit of the Spirit." 

Annie's name resounded from below,— the 
driver of the carriage was desirous to lose no 
time: after one long, energetic embrace, she 
hastily left the room, and in a few minutes the 
distance between us was rapidly increasing. 
When I was alone, I fastened the door and 
gave way to a flood of tears. What if she met 
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with any accident on the road! What if we 
never met again ! It was several hours before 
I gained sufficient composure to meet Mrs. 
Durant ; and when I did so, no allusion was 
made to the reduced number of our party. 
But, notwithstanding all my efforts, conscience 
would not be silent, and tbe voice of nature 
was not to be entirely stifled. Several weeks 
wore away very slowly ; and though I received 
a letter from my sister, conveying the intelli- 
gence of her arrival at Ridenthal, and of her 
kind reception by Madame de Marlier and the 
young people, still I felt perplexed and un- 
happy ; and so much so, that the effects of 
discomfort were visible on my countenance. 
Mrs. Durant rallied me on my emotion, and 
the Signora Ridonzi put forth much specious 
flattery about my amiable susceptibility ; but 
all would not do. Praises, admonitions, satire, 
and gentle remonstrance, all failed to remove 
the gloom which had himg over me since my 
sister's departure. At last the Abate intér- 
fered ; and he spoke to me seriously, and with 
the authority of the Church, telling me, that I 
was destroying the merit of the sacrifice I had 
so nobly made, and by my continued grief 
proving that the love of the creature was nearer 
to my heart than the love of God. Such was 



MAUDE BOLINOBROKE. 133 

my blind infatuation, that I gave credence to 
everj syllable uttered by the wily priest ; and 
fiom that hour I banished from my mind all 
feelings of remorse, firmly believing that I had 
not only performed a positive duty, but also 
added so considerably to my stock of good 
works BS abnost to approach to supererogation. 
Ohj that doctrine of supererogation! how 
absurd, how monstrous, how infinitely unscrip- 
tural it is« We open the sacred volume, and 
we read, ** AU we like sheep have gone astray," 
** all our righteousnesses are as filthy rags/' 
** aU have sinned, and come short of the glory 
of Grod." So speaks the Word of God ; but 
the woman who sitteth upon the seven hills, 
arrayed in her scarlet robe and bedizened with 
all kinds of meretricious finery, she tells us that 
if any person perform a great many good works, 
he will eventually become so eminent a saint as 
to be really better and holier than God requires, 
and consequendy, that the surplus of merit, 
thus accumulated, may go to the account of 
some one else, who has not quite come up to 
the mark ! Many of the most glaring impieties 
of the Romish faith are not as yet openly 
declared in England; but the testimony of 
those who have beheld Popery in her high 
quarters can attest the propagation of doctrines, 
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if possible more monstrotis. In the early stagen 
of my leaning towards Romanism^ a book^ 
cailed ** Milner's End of Controven^»" wa» 
lent to me. I have it in my potseadon now ; 
and I cannot look at it, and think of its subtfe 
arguments. itB lying legendB, uid it. distoited 
facts, without thinking of the words of the 
late excellent Charlotte Elizabeth—^* a web of 
iniquity." 

To resume, however, my narrative. I now 
made rapid progress in my new religion* Daily 
did the Abate instruct me on some point^at 
which he said Protestants were accustomed to 
cavil ; and hourly the influence of Mrs. Durant 
became strenger. Still, a merciful Providenee 
watched over my wayward, rebel steps, and 
preserved my life during that dark period; 
protecting me, too, from the artfiil snares which, 
I afterwards knew, were designed for the sole 
purpose of entrapping me, bodily, with aU my 
wealth, into the absolute power of those who 
now held sway over my heart. 



CHAPTER X. 

The summer eame again, and exhibited such 
rich beauty, such splendour of vegetation, as I 
had never befare witnessed. The weather, 
howeyer, soon became insupportably hotji and 
the neighbourhood of Rome being considered 
?ery ^nhealthy, we began to think of changing 
Qur quarters. At the suggestion of the Abate, 
we selected fox our summer residence a small 
but very beautiful village in the northern part 
of the Papal States; and in the month of June 
we bade adieu to the ancient city, and to our 
Roman friends, earrying with us ^ letter of 
introduction to the Abbess of the Convent. della 
Madonna, one of the many religions houses 
which are called by this name. 

Castellano was a loyely place, far away &om 
the noi«e and tumult of the great world. The 
yillage consisted of a few villas belonging to 
Hoblemen, many cottages, and the Convent della 
Madonna; the last-mentioned building being 
Otu^ted pn the side of a hillj which looked 
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like a noble forest, and the grey towers of the 
convent forming a beautiful contrast to the 
luxuriant mass of rich foliage. At the bottom 
of the hm ky a wUd, rocky vaUey, through 
which flowed a smaU but rapid and foaming 
river ; and in one place a magnificent cascade 
was formed by two streams, which, flowing 
down the rocky declivity, met together at the 
entrance of the vale. 

When I first saw this romantic spot, it was a 
lovely summer aftemoon, and Mrs« Durant and 
myself were slowly ascending the winding patb 
of soft old turf which led to the convent gates« 
The heat was still very great, but a refreshing 
breeze came down from the sammit of the hiU ; 
and the noble forest which rose on one side of 
our verdant way, and sloped downwards in 
leafy luxuriance on the other, formed a plea» 
sant shade, by which the ardent rays which a 
summer sun emits from Italian skies were very 
much mitigated. Far below, at our feet lay a 
narrow valley, with its wild masses of stone 
matching in colour with the convent, and over- 
grown with lichens and beautiful wild-flowers ; 
while the waters of the rivulet were dashing 
onwards, and leaving many a white crest behind 
them. Above was the deep blue sky, cloud- 
less, vapourless, blue as a sapphire, and clear as 
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crystaJ ; while fax off, to the west, where the 
chain of lulls was broken, might be seen the 
glitteiing waters of the Adriatic. Lovely, 
lovely scene I more lovely than my feeble pen 
can describe, more glowing than the pencil can 
portray* Even now, in the visions of night, I 
stand upon the broad terrace of the convent 
garden, and gaze on the wild, thick woodland, 
the golden sunset, the ruined Pagan temple, 
the shining waters which laved the distant 
shore, and the venerable towers of La Ma- 
donna. But, alas for beautiful Italy ! She may 
be likened to one of the fairest of the human 
creation, on whose sweet face we gaze with 
rapture, and yet on whose vitals deadly dis- 
ease is preying ; or to a lovely blooming flower, 
gracing the parterre with its briUiancy, and 
scenting the air with its fragrance, but having a 
worm twined round its roots, silently but 
surely doing the work of destruction. Such 
is Italia, ancient Italia! the pride of painters 
and poets. Lovely, very lovely to gaze upon ; 
but as a nation, doomed, and hastening to 
destruction. And yet, doubtless, there are 
many of the true Israelites in that fair land, 
and a work, a mighty work has begun there, 
which may terminate in maxvellous residts. 
May i did I say? — ^nay, it must do so. It is 



138 THE AUTOBIOOBAPHY OF 

written, and oh the stedfastness of those three 
words, it is toritten, — *' My word shall not 
retum nnto me void.*' Therefore^ as the seed 
has heen sown« we maj surelj look in faith for 
the ripe haryest in Hu own good time ; " for 
behold« how great a matter a little fire kind- 
kth." 

But to return to our walk« At lengih we 
found ourselves at the gates of the outer court-» 
yard« An old portress appeared« canying a 
bunch of keys at her girdle ; and having admit- 
ted US) after a long and unceremonious reecm-^ 
noitre, into this said court-yard, she, in no very 
dvil tone, demanded our business. As soon as 
we had e^cplained the object of our visit, she 
trotted off, locking the door of the inner court 
behind her, and leaving us prisoners, with no 
other amusement than to wonder how high the 
walls might be, and why they were so built, as 
though the inhabitants of La Madonna feared 
perpetual visitations of giants. We were tired 
too, and the only aeats we could obtain were 
9ome stones lying under a group of young 
cassia trees ; looking quite as greeu from eon^ 
tinued moi^ture as tibe cassias themselves, We 
were wondering at thia appearance of humiditj 
in so dry a station, when we observed a weS 
and saw that much of the water found it? W8J 
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down to this verdant corner. This incessant 
imgation^ and the great warmth of the climate, 
had produced, not indeed aa Irish bog» but an 
Italian one, though on a small scale« Feeling 
tboroughly wearied, I determined to make the 
best use of the emerald-tmted stones^ by sitting 
down upon them to rest« I was doomed^ how* 
evePi to be disappointed ; I stepped firmly oa 
the rank herbage, but first one foot gave way 
and then another, and I sank at least four 
inches deep in a kind of green quagmire, 
abounding with green lizards^ frogs> &c. I 
was very angry, and railed most unmercifully 
against the wretched old nun who had locked 
us up in this miserable place. It was to no 
purpose that Mrs. Durant tried to soothe me 
by aUeging that I had only stepped into what 
the Irish call a " squash," a most conunon thing 
in green Erin. But I was not an Irishwoman« 
and my shoes were disgracefully soiled, and 
looke4 very ridiculous. Moreover, I began to 
consider, whether I might not interpret my 
adventure as ominous, and anticipate that trapa 
more dangerous than green quagmiras, might 
be laid for me witbin the walls of the ancient 
edifice from which we were still excluded ; for 
I could not quite forget all that I had heard of 
convent-horrorsi especially in Italian conventa« 
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But I became ashamed of my own fears ; " for 
am I not," I asked myself, '* one of themselves, 
as it were? I am not a Protestant now.'* 
Thus I calmed my forebodings, and stood 
quietly; for the portress still continued to 
draw eonsiderably on our stock of patience, and 
mine was just exhausted when the key tumed 
in the inner door, and instead of the wrinMed 
old lady who had treated us with so little 
cordiality, there appeared a tall, pleasing-look- 
ing young person, who led us through an inner 
court, four or five winding passages, aiid finally, 
into a spacious and elegantly fumished parlour, 
where she apologized for the behaviour of the 
portress, who had mistaken us for obnoxious 
individuals who were then in the neighbour- 
hood. She then begged us to be seated, assur- 
ing us that the Lady Abbess would attend us 
in a few minutes. 

The view from the windows was enchanting; 
but we had little time to contemplate it, for 
the door opened, and we stood in the august 
presence of the Lady of La Madonna. The 
Abbess was still an exquisitely beautiful woman, 
and the expression of her countenance at that 
time was such as to call forth love and venera- 
tion in the beholder. She received us gra- 
eiously, ordered refreshments for us, read the 
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Abate's letter^ whicb was a very long one, and 
then made a fuU aad cordial proffer of her 
friendship and society as long as we should 
remain at Castellano. We spent a long evening 
at the convent. Mrs. Durant told the Abbess 
my histoiy, whereupon the devout lady told her 
beadsj and thanked God that another soul had 
escaped from Satan ; and she in return gave ns 
some little aecount of herself — of her descent, 
her family, &c. ; and she claimed as her direct 
ancestors none others than the proud Medici, 
of whom my govemess had once said very seri- 
ously, that they were people of noble name and 
birth, but of decidedly bad principles ; Cathe- 
rine de' Medicis, indeed, she excluded, because 
she had no principle whatever. That evening 
we were not introduced to any of the nuns or 
novices, but we were invited to spend a whole 
day at the convent in the beginning of the 
ensuing week, and we retumed home very well 
satisfied with our visit. The following Tues- 
day found us breakfasting with the Abbess of 
La Madonna, and afterwaxds we met some of 
the inmates of the place. They were all young. 
I do not think there was one woman among 
them exceeding thirty years of age, excepting 
indeed the portress, who appeared to be at least 
ninety, and who was as ugly as it is possible for 
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a human being to be. The nuns were btisy 
inaking wax fiowers, in which art they surpassed 
any thing that I have ever seen ; and upon my 
expressing a wish to leam their method, the 
Abbess called Sister Clara^ a veiy elegant and 
beautiful novice, to come and give me some 
instructions. 

Sister Clara and I were left alone ; and for 
some time spoke onlj of greens, carmines, rose- 
pinks, &c., till at length, when with her assist- 
ance I had completed a verj presentable rose, 
she asked me if I did not find the quiet of the 
convent very irksome? I told her that I loved 
quietude, and that I should not care if I never 
trod the noisj streets of a city again. 

"Ah! indeed you are right," said Clara, 
shrugging her ^houlders ; " the bare idea of 
the tumultuous world makes me feel quite 
uncomfortable. Well, thanks to our Lady, I 
shall see it no more ; here I shall spend the 
remainder of my life, in this calm, happy haven 
of peace and piety. There is nothing to fear 
here, no temptations, no lurking vanities ; it is 
well the world in general do not appreciate a 
religions life, for were they once to taste its 
unalloyed sweets, there would be thousands 
more candidates for the veil than the convents 
could holi" 
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But shall you not tire," I asked, " of see- 
ing the same faces, the same little spot of 
nature^ year after year ? shall you not long to 
know what is going on in the world ?" 

Sister Clara smilede and then said, " Ah, no 
indeed ! you know nothing of convent life, or 
you would not ask such a question. As well 
might you wonder whether the saints would 
not be wearied with heaven ; for this dear home 
of ours is certainly an earthly Paradise, hoth 
without and within." 

** If the inside be as attractive as the out- 
side/' I answered, '^La Madonna must be a 
second Eden; but I do not see any elderly 
women here, they all appear very young." 

"Yes," said Clara, musingly; **we are a 
young community at present, but the portress. 
La Madre Eugenia, has been within these walls 
eighty-four years — she entered them when a 
little child, and she has never wom secular 
garments.'* 

I did not express my thoughts, but I could 
not help thinking that Mother Eugenia was 
not the best illustration of the happiness of 
convent existence; for she looked very sour, 
and I could not forget our uncourteous deten- 
tion in the outer court-yard. I cannot now 
remember all that passed between the novice 
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and myself ; but I recollect that she told me 
maiiy histories of sisters who had lived and 
died there, pure and perfect saints. She de- 
scribed the routine of their daily duties^ and 
that in a manner so artful and so highly- 
coloured, that when she ceased speaking, I 
exclaimed, " I should like to be a nun ! *' 

" What is there to prevent it?" asked sister 
Clara, in her sweetest voice, and with her most 
persuasive smile. 

Before I could answer, Mrs. Durant and the 
Abbess stood before me; but whence they 
sprang I know not. I did not see them enter 
either by the door or window, but I was deeply 
engaged at the time in listening to Clara. 

" Stay, my daughter," said the Abbess, mildly, 
" you are too ui^ent with this young lady. If 
she wished it, here she might abide; and 
blessed and happy would be her future lot; 
but I will have no persuasion. Let Signora 
Bolingbroke see our plans, our society, our 
every-day life ; and then, if she still wish to 
become a nun, none -mH more gladly receive 
her than myself; but she must aet of her own 
free will, and with an unbiassed mind." 

I was charmed by the apparent candour and 
openness of the Abbess, and I felt my longing 
after a monastic life increase. Nevertheless, I 
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said no more on the subject that day. The 
theme was dropped; and I returned home at 
simset^ perfectly captiyated with the convent 
and its inmates. Soon we became so domesti- 
cated at this convent, that we went there when- 
ever we pleased, and stayed as long or as short 
a time as suited onr pleasure. We also, on 
one occasion, spent a night with our new friend. 
Just as we were preparing to return home one 
evening from the convent, a most violent storm 
arose. The lightning flashed in at the large 
Windows, and played round the high turrets; 
while the thunder seemed to rock the stem old 
edifice to its very foundations. The sisterhood 
appeared much frightened, and the Abbess 
called them all to the chapel ; and there, amid 
the awful strife of the elements, which every 
moment became more terrific, arose the sweet 
voices of the community, in prayer for the souls 
of those who would be launched into etemity 
by that pale electric j&re, which appeared to 
glide from aisle to aisle, and from pillar to 
pillar. After a long period the storm roUed 
off, and the rain fell in torrents, swelling the 
hill-streams till they dashed at headlong speed 
into the foaming river below. It was too late 
for us to think of returning to Castellano, even 
had the weather permitted it ; and, therefore, 
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we remained till the following evening with 
our entertainers^ who acted the kindest part, 
and finally parted with us with much show of 
regret, — Sister Elvira declaring that sbe would 
not mind the terror of another storm, if we 
remained another day. Again and again we 
returned to the convent ; indeed, I was never 
happy when absent from it; and though the 
time of our residence at Castellano had been 
limited to four months, yet, when October 
commenced, I felt most unwilling to prosecute 
my joumey; and Mrs. Durant agreeing with 
me, we settled to remain stationary during the 
winter ; and at the same time we changed our 
residence, and took a pretty little villa, which 
was the nearest house to the convent. Mean- 
while, I had gradually made up my mind to 
become a nun ; and one evening I imparted to 
Mrs. Durant jnay inclination. She said that 
she should be grieved to the last degree at 
losing my society, yet that she dared not think 
of placing any obstacles in the way of so holy 
and meritorums a design. I begged her not to 
mention my determination to the Abbess, be- 
cause I had not as yet quite decided on taking the 
veil in La Madonna, and adding that I wished to 
see a little more of the sisterhood, and of their 
Superior, before I made an irrevocable choice. 
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Mrs. Durant agreedwithme, that in so doing I 
was but acting prudently ; and on her part did 
all in her power to encourage me to enter upon 
a religious life. " How little did I think," she 
exclaimed one evening, "how could I ever 
imagine, that the siient pedestrian whom I used 
to meet on St. Katharine's hill^ would eventu- 
ally be my dearest friend ; would triumph over 
every prejudice of birth and education, become 
a firm and devoted Catholic^ and actually attain 
to the highest pitch of self-devotion, by giving 
herself, her aflfections, and her wealth, to the 
cause of God and the good of the Church!" 
Such were continually Mrs. Durant's encour- 
agementSy interspersed occasionally with solemn 
exhortations to fasting and prayer, in order that 
I might know whether my vocation were indeed 
a cloister. The Abbess and the nuns grew 
more affectionate, the novices more fascinating. 
I was allowed privileges which, as they assured 
me, were never before granted to strangers; 
and at last I spent nearly all my time at the 
convent. I was invited to perfect myself in 
the making of wax flowers; I was taught at 
least a dozen kinds of beautiful embroidery ; 
I was invited to practise various anthems and 
masses with the novices, so that each morning 
I had reasons for visiting La Madonna, and I 
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seldom retumed before the shades of evening 
were falling. At last I mentioned to the 
Abbess my desire to become a nun; stating, at 
the same time, that I had not quite decided the 
matter, but that I intended to do so early in 
the ensuing spring. The Lady Superior so- 
lemnly charged me not to hurry myself in this 
most sacred and important affidr; and from 
that time the blandishments and caresses of the 
inhabitants of La Madonna were lavished upon 
me in a tenfold degree. 



CHAPTER XI. 

It was not long before I finally made up my 
mind to become an inhabitant of a cloister. 
Of course the desire which I had long evinced 
had been fostered by my friends ; and after a 
long interview with the confessor of the con- 
yent^ it was arranged that I should immediately 
settle my secular affairs, communicate with 
my sister and other English friends, and then 
commence my noviciate. All things were plan* 
ned according to my wishes, but "man pro- 
poses, and God disposes." Ah ! how great was 
the merey of God to me! Had I become a 
vowed inmate within those dark walls, I should 
never, in human probability, have escaped from 
those who had indeed set a snare for my soul : 
but it was not so to be ; my own hånd had 
forged the chains which were about to bind my 
soul to that false faith which I then called 
my own ; but the crisis was at hånd ; and an 
Almighty arm was stretched out to save me 
from perdition. It is written, "the effectual 
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fervent prajer of a righteous man availeth 
much ; " and maj I not attribute to the eamest 
prajers of my forsaken sister^ those events^ 
which, by the wisdom and love of my beavenly 
Father, emancipated me from a bondage far 
more bitter than that, under which his own 
chosen people groaned when oppressed by the 
Egyptian tyrant? I really think we do not 
sufficiently value and jHractise intercessory 
prayer; perhaps this arises from selfishness, 
perhaps from thoughtlessness ; but from what- 
ever it arise^ it is surely very culpable. How 
did the holy patriarch, the "father of the 
faithful/' plead \¥ith God for the doomed city 
of Sodom ! How did Jeremiah lament over the 
desolation of Jerusalem, and pray that the 
Lord woiild return and have mercy upon it! 
And how did Daniel, the man greatly beloved, 
seek by prayer, and supplication, and fasting, 
and saekcloth and ashes, that the face of the 
Lord might shine upon the desolated sanctuary ! 
And shall we, who are bound by so many bonds 
of affection, not only to the individual re- 
cipients of our love, but also to all who are 
joined unto the household of God — ^shall we 
not find it our sweet duty, our highly-valued 
privilege, to kneel at a throne of grace, and 
entreat blessihgs for all those who are united to 
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us in temporal or spiritual union ? And why 
should we not take a wide circuit^ and speak 
of the inhabitants of heathen lands — of the 
wandering Israelites; and oh! above all, of 
the fallen, erring ones among our own brethren, 
those vrho have forsaken the pure and holy 
faithwHchtheyonceprofessed. andhave joined 
themselves unto the idolatrous Church of 
Rome? I do not mean to insinuate that there 
are not Christians who pray for otiiers fer- 
ventlj, constantly, and so as to comprehend the 
widest possible clrcle, for such an insinuation 
would be utterly untrue ; all that I would wish 
to express, is the great value of intercessory 
prayer, and the consequent duty of all who 
name the name of Christ, to seek for others day 
by day, at a throne of grace, those inestimable. 
blessings which they have leamt to value as 
beyond all price. 

But to return. I wrote to my solicitor in 
London, to the aged rector at Bolingbroke, and 
finally to Annie. A few days elapsed and a 
letter was put into my hånds. I knew the 
handwriting of my sister, and I locked myself 
up that I might read it without interruption. 
It was as follows: — 

"Your letter, my still beloved Maude, 
reached me the day before yesterday, and the 
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bitter grief which it has caused me I need not 
describe. Oh^ my dear sister^ can you de« 
liberately give up all which you once held dear? 
Setting aside the unscriptural practices of a 
convent life^ can you resolve to renounce the 
world which a beneficent Creator has given you 
to enjoy ? You know, of course, that I refer 
not to the world of godless pleasure^ but to the 
l^eautiful world' of nature which our heavenly 
Father has arrayed in such lovely garments. 
The scenes of our childhood^ Maude ; the old 
park^ the jessamine bowers^ the beech-wood, 
the chåmber where our dear lost mother re- 
signed this mortal life^ can you calmly resolve 
to look upon them no more ? Can you bid an 
etemal adieu to those sweet, hallowed spots ? 
My heaxt, my almost broken heart, yeams to 
behold them once again ; but it virill not be ; 
nor need I grieve for this : a brighter, better, 
and more enduring inheritance, is, I know, 
preparing for me in the world to come. Maude, 
I will not say much to dissuade you from this 
unhappy purpose, for I know it would be use- 
less ; but, once more, pause ere you take this 
fatally decisive step. If you would but take up 
your Bible and pray, ere you read it, for a 
teachable and unbiassed spirit, you could not 
fail to be tumed &om your preaent designs. 
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Our blessed Saviour^ when about to depart 
from this worldy prayed eamestly for his be- 
loved disciples; he besought their sancti£ca- 
tion, saying^ * I pray not, that thou shouldest 
take them out of the world, but that thou 
shouldest keqp them from the evil.' He did not 
direct his followers to build monasteriesi and to 
extinguish every spark of natural ajBfection. 
No^ rather was his command to go forth into the 
world bearing their Master's cross, and there 
exemplify those blessed rules which he himself 
had given them ; and to make their light shine 
before men, that they might see their good 
works, and glorify their Father in heaven. 

*^ Maude, my beloved sister, notwithstanding 
all that has passed, I have never ceased to love 
you. You are stiU my sister, my darling little 
sister, whom my almost idolized mother gave 
to my charge. Yet a little while, and I shall 
leave this world of sin and sorrow. I have 
sorrowed very deeply, too deeply ; for the hånd 
of my Father dealt the blow. I did repine, I 
know ; foolish and ignorant as I was ! Now I 
see the purpose of the painful dispensation. 
The bitter events of the last few months have 
entirely undermined a constitution never ro- 
bust; and a shorter way is opened to me to 
everlasting rest. I longed to glorify my Saviour 
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upon earth ; but ere long he vnll take me to 
my home in heaven. Soon I shall know, even 
as I am known ; I shall behold the King in 
his beautj. The land that is very far off, shall 
be distant no longer. I am gradually losing the 
feeling of mental suffering ; earth is fading 
away^ and the glorious realities of etemity are 
dawning upon me, like the breaking of a sum- 
mer morning. Farewell, beloved sister ; think 
not that I intend to reproach you ; oh, no ; far 
from it. You have only been the instrument 
of severing me still more effectually ffom all 
earthly ties, and of rendering more easy the 
last dark journey of my earthly pilgrimage. 
Madame de Marlier is extremely kind, and my 
little pupils love me ; and I have found several 
kind friends among the people residing in this 
village ; one in particular, Margarita Ridot, 
the granddaughter of a Protestant Swiss clergy- 
man, is my dearest friend ; for we are bound 
together by the ties of a love which is not of 
earthly origin, and we look forward in humble 
trust and hope to that blessed period, when, 
after a brief separation, we shall be reunited 
in those bright mansions, where the children of 
Jesus shall sit down, to go out no more. If 
you persevere in accomplishing this mournful 
tragedy, I implore you to visit me before the 
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final step is taken. I do not think my health 
would allow me to visit you, even did you per- 
mit it ; but I long to see you once more. I 
know that the time will come, when you shall 
turn away from false doctrines, and senre the 
living God. Prayer has been made continuaUy 
on your behalf ; and the time will come when 
these bitter sighs and tears and eamest prayers 
shall yield their firuit. It wiU be probably 
when you are in deep affliction, perhaps when 
almost overwhelmed by the dark waves and 
storms of earthly sorrow ; or, it may be, in the 
hour of death. When the cold waters are 
closing around you, the simbeams may return, 
and shed a supematural radiance over the 
gloomy billows of Jordan. We shall meet 
again, Maude — if not in this world, at least at 
the last great day ; but will the hånd of a 
slighted Saviour then divide us? Oh, I trust 
not ; may God in his infinite mercy yet caU 
you out of darkness into his maxvellous light ; 
that so, with humbled heart and penitent spirit, 
you may return unto the Saviour; and he 
WILL receive you. Once more, adieu. Am I 
quite forgotten ? It is long sinee I heard from 
you, saving your last cold, scomful commimica- 
tion. May God bless and keep you. May he 
snatch you as a brand from the buming ; and. 
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even though it be through the fire of affliction, 
may you yet be brought to consider your ways, 
and, by the Spirit's teaching, to discriminate 
between truth and error. Believe that I am 
still, as ever, your afiectionate sister — ^Annie 
Lindsay." 

Will my readers believe that my heart was 
so hardened, that I scarcely shed a tear over 
this affecting letter ? Some little remorse stole 
over my mind, but I banished it as rapidly as 
possible, and finally showed the letter to Mrs. 
Durant, who explained it in her own way. 

" Well," she exclaimed, " I must say, that 
Miss Lindsay is a most expert tactician ; though 
she seems to forget that other people may be 
as elever as herself. Do you not clearly per- 
ceive her dexterity ? She would have you visit 
her situated as she is, in a Protestant family ; 
she would excite your compassion, by re- 
presenting in the most affecting style her 
delicate state of health ; and by these means 
she hopes to induce you to return to your 
heresies, or, at any rate, to postpone, and per- 
haps altogether reUnquish, the blessed and holy 
sacrifice which the Holy Virgin has put it into 
your heart to make." 

I believed Mrs. Durant ; and the sweet let- 
ter of my gentle sister was actually consigned 
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to the flames ! Oh, my Annie ! how mucli 
does it cost me to describe those hours of base^ 
cruel ingratitude! What would I now give 
to recal those lost opportunities ! but Annie 
will never more ask to see my face ; she will 
never plead again with her unnatural sister; 
no, she is past sin and suffering now; and I 
must, ere long, pass into the dark valley, with- 
out the sound of that low, sweet voice to cheer 
me in my lonely way ! 

Mrs. Durant and I had many conversations 
on the subject of monastic vows, and we always 
concluded by extoUing the excellence and 
beauty of the Romish religion. I read over 
and over the formula used upon taking the veil. 
I was continually repeating to myself the vow 
of poverty, chastity, and obedience ; and my 
mind was so fuU of this vain and sinful pageant, 
that I lived in a state of utter abstraction, 
dreaming by day and by night, of vows and 
veils, and prayers and priests. At length it 
became necessary to settle my affairs. I could 
do this better at Rome,. and it was there- 
fore determined that I should return thither 
for a few months, arrange my secidar business, 
and then return to the convent, and imme- 
diately commence my noviciate. Mrs. Durant 
could not well accompany me, for she was 
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suffering from severe indisposition ; she was to 
remain at the convent ; and I, attended by il 
padre Giacomo^ (an Italian priest,) set out with 
my senrantSy to revisit, for the last time^ the 
busy haunts of men. A Strange sadness over- 
powered me as I bade the sisters adieu^ and I 
could not refrain from tears as the carriage 
wound down the wild valley. As I beheld the 
massy rocks, and the leafless trees, and the 
foaming river, I thought they had never looked 
so beautiful even in their rich summer attire, 
or in their glowing autumnal loveliness. I had 
leamt all the cant expressions of the sister- 
hood about the world, and the peaceful refuge, 
&c., &c. I had also imbibed a double portion 
of their enthusiasm ; indeed, it almost amounted 
to insanity. Our joumey was slow and tedious, 
owing to the tempestuous state of the weather; 
but il padre Giacomo made the best use of his 
time by giving me much ghostly counsel, and 
explaining the endless trifles of Romanism ; 
and I must confess, that, with all my wild ar- 
dour, I listened to this rule and that ceremony, 
and this observance and that meritorious work, 
until I became fairly what school-boys call 
" bothered ; " for had I been worked at Euclid 
for a day and a half, I could not have been 
more perplexed than I really was after a ten 
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houTs' téte-^-téte with the reverend father. At 
length we arrived at Rome ; and I found the 
Signora Ridonza waiting to welcome me to her 
residence. All my old friends were there; 
those who had counselled my cruel treatment 
of my poor sister ; and now they extolled me in 
the highest possible terms. They listened and 
marvelled at the steps I was about to take^ and 
wondered and admired, until I beeame almost 
intoxicated with the broad^ undisguised flattery 
which flowed from all lips. My friend the 
Signora wished me to frequent various piaces 
of fashionable amusement, and to enter much 
into society; but I refnsed^ alleging that I 
had entirely done with the world, and that 
henceforth all my wishes and affections would 
be set on things above. I did not know then 
that the enthusiastic idolatry which reigned in 
my own heart was a world of sin and iniquity ; 
and that if I sought not for admiration in the 
giddy dance, or the voluptuous song, yet that I 
was panting after fame and renown on account 
of my wonderful sanctity. I felt then that 
nothing less than canonization would satisfy 
me, and, being possessed of wealth and great 
bigotry^ I doubt not^ that^ had I remained a 
member of the Romish Church, I might have 
purchased a claim to rank among the countless 
Continental saints, and thus have attamed the 
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summit of my desires. Some months after- 
wardsy I was reading Cowper's beautiful poem 
of Truth^ and I was particularly struck by those 
lines, in which, after clearing the Phaxisee from 
any flagrant dereliction, he goes on to say — 

——"Hifl morals were exact, — ^what then? 
Twas his ambition to be seen of men, 
His vtrttiea were hispride, and this one ^ice 
Made all his virtues gewgaws of no price." 

Such was exactly my own case during tbe 
few weeks which I spent in Rome. I believe 
my most zealons friends grew tired of my in- 
cessant devotions, which, to speak truth, were 
practised anything but unostentatiously. At 
length my legal advisers arrived, and with one 
voice they besought me to lay aside the sudden 
determination I had formed ; or at least, to 
pause, and allow three years to elapse before I 
ventured on a proceeding, which, like matri- 
mony, may be achieved in haste, and repented 
at leisure. To their arguments with regard to 
marriage, I replied, that there was so much to be 
feared from the insincerity of professions of 
attachments in general, and so much danger of 
our heart's affections being drawn away from 
heaven, that those were the most happy who 
could devote themselves to a life of prayer and 
spotless purity. 

My friends were not pious men, and not 
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excellent theologians ; yet they evidently saw 
the fallacy of my observations ; and old Mr. 
BurrowSy who had been my father's solicitor 
for thirty years, sbook his head gravely^ and 
said^ ** God himself constituted marriage^ Miss 
Bolingbroke ; and the gospel dispensation con- 
firmed it ; therefore I cannot but think that if 
two young people, united by that sacred bond, 
seek the direction of the Almighty, and con- 
tinue to live in godly simplicity, they must be 
as happy as mortals are in general." 

"That may be," I replied; "but are they 
preparing in the best way for etemity? You 
remember St. Paul said, ' She that is married 
careth for the things of the world.' " 

The old gentleman answered, " True, madam, 
but you must remember that the Apostle 
\vrote when the destruction of Jerusalem was 
nigh at hånd, and when any one professing 
himself a follower of Christ wås liable to per- 
secution, horrible tortures, and, in short, to 
temporal ruin. It was therefore evident, that 
both men and women who embraced the Chris- 
tian religion were prudent in remaining single; 
seeing that, when the hom: of ttial came, they 
neither involved others in their sufferings, nor 
were they tempted to recant by witnessing the 
anguish of beloved friends. Besides, there is 

M 
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too much réason to fear, that spotless purity of 
life and character is very much disregarded 
in monastic institutions. I would not wiah to 
speak uncharitably. Madam, but facts of a most 
appalling nature have been brought before the 
worldi plainly proving, that, in religious houses 
in general, no one moral virtue is considered 
obligatory. At any rate, I do wish that some 
one who knew Miss Lindsay's value might 
many her. She sadly needs a protector, and I 
am persuaded that a household under her Con- 
trol would be a blessing to society." 

I was thoroughly offended; and deeming 
myself insulted, I looked at my watch, and^ 
intimating that time was precious, desired Mr. 
Burrows to proceed to business. He imder- 
stood me ; and having tied up the law papers, 
he took my hånd affectionately, and hoped that 
he had not spoken offensively. 

Indeed, my dear young lady," he continued, 
it gives me great pain to see my old friend's 
only child rushing onwards to the destruction 
both of body and soul ; and I cannot bear to 
think that an avaricious, lazy set of monks 
should be enjojdng the produce of those noble 
acres which have borne the name of Boling- 
broke from time immemorial. You are not 
offended, dear Miss Bolingbroke ? *' 
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**Certainly not," I answered coldly, my 
voice manifestly contradicting my words. At 
the same time I begged to be excused from 
further conferencey alleging a pressing engage- 
ment. 

The next day all was settled ; and I arranged 
that should Annie become a Roman Catholic, 
she was to receive two hundred pounds per 
annum, and a thousand in case of my death ; 
if, however, she continued in obstinate heresy, 
she was to expect nothing from me. 

These arrangements made, I proceeded to fix 
the exact time for commencing my noviciate. 
No doubt the leaders of that wicked seheme 
were fearful, even then, lest their prey should 
escape ; for they dispensed with several custom- 
ary preparatory ceremonies, on the pretended 
ground that I was so far advanced in spiritual 
things, as to render many of the usual prepara- 
tions needless. I bade adieu to my old ac- 
quaintances ; I wrote a farewell letter to Annie ; 
and also to Madame Delancourt and her two 
daughters; and then, urged by my confessor, 
the crafty, persevering padre Gfiacomo, I gave 
orders for my carriage to be ready in six days' 
time, to convey me back to the place where I 
fuUy intended to end my days. 

Thus did I settle my plans, all of which 
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seemed at length perfectly matured ; but wMIe 
I trod heedlessly on the brink of a precipice, 
the everlasting arms of mercy were spread 
around me ; and vfinle I insulted and rejected 
the blessed Saviour^ he graciously watched over 
my steps. In faet, the prayers of Annie were 
now about to be answered ; the hour of bitter 
trial was at hånd ; that series of sorrows was 
commendng which was to tear away from my 
eyes the veil which my own foolish band had 
placed before them. And do I wish, now, that 
those grievous afflictions had been withheld? 
Oh no, it is good for me that I have been 
afflicted. Dark was the storm, mighty were 
the waves of that tempestuous sea : yet ''it wa& 
the message of mercy, it brought me to my 
God." Blessed be the Lord God of Israel, 
who has brought me out of the horrible pit ; 
blessed be his holy name for all the sufferings 
sent by his love and infinite mercy ! Why am 
I not now bowing before a senseless image ? 
why am I not mouming my dreary lot in the 
gloomy convent cell ; or, it might be, suffering 
unknown horrors in the dark and silent dun- 
geon — a living spectre among the dead? It 
was the great and unmerited goodness of God 
which saved me, in spite of myself, &om de- 
struction. 



CHAPTER XII. 

Only two days remained before the one fixed 
for my departure from Rome ; and I was sitting 
alone in my apartment, sealing up various trifling 
articles, whkh I designed to be transmitted to 
various firiends, as memorials of myself when I 
should no longer be an inhabitant of the outer 
W(»rld. It was evening, and the sun was going 
down in all his majesty upon the stately dornes 
of the ancient city: temple and tower were 
alike gilded by his buming rays; and, far 
above, floated the deep, unfading ether of the 
sapphire Italian sky. I looked from my lofty 
window over the varied scene ; and a feeling of 
Strange depression stole over my heart. That 
beautiful world which I now gazed upon, was 
I not about to quit it for ever, and to immure 
myself for life within those walls ? I should 
roam no more amid the memorials of by-gone 
days; my spirit would kindle no more,^ as I 
approached some spot ennobled by the. brave 
hearts who had there fought and bled for their 
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hornes and their altars; I should tread no more 
the wild wood-paths^ nor muse at the twilight 
hour by the glassy lake. Tears stole forth, at 
first quietiy and restrainedly, but ere long 
they burst forth in a copious shower. I had 
scarcely composed myself when I was told that 
Mr. Burrows waited below to see me, on very 
urgent business. I hastily bathed my eyes, 
arranged my hair, and ran down to a small 
saloon, which had been appropriated to my 
use. It was becoming dark, and a small lamp 
was buming on a marble slab; Mr. Burrows 
sat elose to a large collection of flowery plonts, 
the branches of which entirely shaded his coun- 
tenance from the single light which glimmered 
but faindy in the departing twilight. 

^' I have Strange news for you. Miss Boling- 
broke," he began, *^ and I almost could wish 
it were not true ; yet forgive me when I say 
that I must rejoiee, inasmuch as your monastic 
projects must be abandoned." 

An expression of haughty astonishment passed 
over my countenance, and I had remained for 
an instant almost stupefied, when Mr. Burrows 
thus proceeded: — 

" You, of course. Madam, were not aware of 
the singular faet which has come to my know* 
ledge. My legal coadjutor has traveUed from 
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London, for the express purpose of verbally 
explaining the matter; andthough I am an old 
lawyer, and have seen many curious and roman- 
tic a&airs in my time, I have really been almost 
petrified by the sudden surprise." 

** But what has all this to do with me, Mr. 
Burrows?" I demanded, impatiently; for I be* 
gan to suspeot some ruse^ and I determined 
to aet very circumspectly. 

"Your father, my dear young lady, spent 
some years of his early life in America, and 
you will be surprised to leam that there he 
married, and became the father of three chil- 
dren. After a time, his wild Yirginian wife 
decamped, cdrrying her progeny with her. 
Your father soon afterwards heard that she was 
no longer living, and he went in search of his 
children. The two girls had died £com the 
same fever which had caxried off their mother •, 
but the eldest child, a son, was still living. 
Mr. Bolingbroke took thisboy, who was remark- 
ably handsome and intelligent, and placed him 
with a priest in Montreal. Your father, you 
know, Miss Bolingbroke, was a proud man ; his 
descent was unblemished; and hitherto no 
plebeian blood had tainted his lineage. He 
never intended to acknowledge his marriage in 
England ; but at the same time he generously 
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provided for his son's maintenance, and for his 
education as a gentleman. After several jears 
had passed, Mr. Bolingbroke was travelling in 
Scodandy and there saw your excellent mother, 
who became his seeond wife. Your father's 
friends knew something of his connexion with 
a Yirginian beUe, but thej never for one 
moment suspected that she had been his legal 
wife. A few years since the old priest of 
Montreal died ; and on his death-bed he sent 
for his nephew, a man of influential standing in 
New York, and, confiding to him his secret, he 
committed to his care young Bolingbroke. 
Mr. Neville, the young man^s new guardian, 
felt it his duty to endeavour to restore his 
charge to the position in life which he held by 
birthright ; but it was long before the proper 
persons, and the proper documents, could be 
found. At length, however, all was finally 
arrangedy and Mr. Neyille and his young friende 
accompanied by several reputable witnesses, 
and bearing with them every necessary testi- 
monial, arrived in England a few months since ; 
and the youth now claims the estate of Boling- 
broke, as . the eldest and only son of the late 
Edgar Bolingbroke, Esq.'* 

For a moment I was breatUess, and then 
exclaimed with anger : '^ I do not beHeve a 
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Word of this tale; you had better send it to 
Cooper ; he will run up a splendid novel upon 
it. It is all a plot, to prevent me from accom- 
plishing that which I so ardentlj desire, and 
that, too, which I mU, at all events, carry into 
effect." 

Mr. Burrows looked at me very gravely, and 
replied, '' I am not aceustomed, Madam, to be 
considered as the reporter of idle and unfounded 
tales. I might say, I never was before accused 
of a deviation from truth. But I am grieved 
for you, Miss Bolingbroke. You must inquire 
yourself fully into this matter, and then your 
good sense will acquit me both of exaggeration 
and indiscretion. I have done my utmost to 
investigate the truth of the statements made 
by your broiher's legal friends, and I cannot 
doubt their veracity. Mr. Bolingbroke him- 
self informed me of the existence of his son ; 
he even gave me his name and address, and left 
a sum of money in my hånds, to be forwarded 
to him in small sums occasionally ; but he 
never spoke of the American woman as his 
legal wife. However, the documents are all 
complete, and, I grieve to say it, my dear young 
lady, you are no longer mistress of Bolingbroke. 
My friend, Mr. Allen, however, tells me, that 
your brother is a noble creature, and that he 
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will doubtless provide very handsomely both 
for you aad for Miss Lindsay.*' 

How was the nQiighty fallen! — Here was I» 
who, an hour before, believed myself to be the 
possessor of great wealth, a poor dependent 
upon the generosity of a brother, whose very 
existence had been to that moment unknown 
to me. 

" Come, my dear young lady," said my kind 
old firiend, seeing my depression, " it is a great 
misfortune, no doubt ; but still you had made 
up your mind never to return to Bolingbroke 
again, so that you cannot have much to lament 
on that score. Believe me, you will not be 
allowed to want for anything; I will see to 
that." 

He would have said more, but I was faUing 
from my chair; and, for the first time in my 
life, I fainted. 

It was long ere consciousness retumed, and 
then I begged to be left alone for the remainder 
of the night. Oh ! that long, miserable night ! 
how my proud spirit seemed humbled to the 
dust! I was a beggar now. I thought of 
Annie, and how fully was she avenged; and 
through those dark, weary hours, as I tossed 
about on my restless couch, fuU of pain both of 
body and mind, her gentle face seemed to be 



MAUDE BOLINGBROKE. 171 

again before me, imploring for mercy from her 
relentless^ cold-hearted sister. I had desired 
Mr. Burrows to tell my fate to the padre Gia- 
como, and also to La Signora Ridonzi; and 
the next morning I sent a written message to 
the reverend father^ desiring that he would 
come to me as soon as possible» He soon com- 
plied with my request, and^ to my great siuv 
prise and chagrin, said, very cooUy, that of 
eourse I must now relinquish all idea of taking 
the veil^ at least for some time ; in faet, till my 
brother would consent to make the requisite 
pecuniary arrangements. 

For the first time the cupidity of the Bomish 
Church flashed upon my mind ; and it occurred 
to me to eonsider whether I shouldhaye received 
equal deference and attention had I been with- 
out fortune, or at most, the possessor of only 
a moderate competency, The Signora also 
came to my apartment, and gave me to under- 
stand that she was deeply grieved on my 
account. Giacomo added much spiritual con- 
solation and advice; and then I was left alone 
again. My head throbbed till the pain became 
almost intolerable; but towards evening I 
rallied a little, and strolled out into the gar- 
dens. I sat down in a small, secluded arbour, 
and wept bitterly. I had never felt so miser- 
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able since mj mother's death ; and now I had 
no Annie to comfort me. Annie was far away^ 
I scarcely knew exactly wliere. I had never 
answered her last letter^ — ^perhaps I had broken 
her gentle heart by my cruel treatment. Then 
my indignation rose against my unknown bro- 
ther» until I felt completely enraged; and I 
regarded him as a tyrannical usurper, who had 
come to drag me by force from my lawful 
inheritance. The next moment I reflected 
that I had been unwittingly a usurper, and my 
countenance glowed with shame, for I knew 
there were many who would triumph over the 
downfall of the haughty and imperious young 
mistress of Bolingbroke ; for my proud spirit 
and ungracious manner had made for me many 
more enemies than friends. Then again my 
anger was tumed against Giacomo, the Signora 
Ridonziy and all my Italian friends, who seemed 
quite disposed to shake me off, now that I 
might prove to them rather an incumbrance 
than an advantage. I hoped better things from 
Mrs. Durant. She had written to me some 
days before, informing me that she was about 
to join me immediately in Rome, and then 
accompany me back to the convent; for her 
physicians had strongly advised her to continue 
travelling. I read her letter again, and I longed 
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to see her. I was thoroughly miserable, and 
no one had shown me the slightest sympathy, 
except Mr. Burrows, who was now hastily pre- 
paring for his departure for England. He 
came to bid me adieu ; he begged me to seek 
Miss Lindsay, and, if possible, to remain near 
her until he had made advantageous arrange* 
ments with my brother ; and when the moment 
of parting camé, he placed a well-filled pocket- 
book in my hånds, and hurried away before I 
could remonstrate: indeed I was glad to re- 
ceive the money, for I had neorly exhausted 
my last remittance in purchasing the most 
costly gifts for my friends at Rome (or rather, 
I should say, for my seeming friends, for the 
sacred name of friend not one of them de- 
served). I had also disbursed large sums to be 
applied to religions purposes ; so that when I 
received this welcome supply, I had only thirty 
pounds in hånd — a mere trifle to one who had 
so long been accustomed to gratify the slightest 
wish, and whose wishes, moreover, were all 
superlatiyely extravagant. 

When Mr. Burrows was gone I locked up 
my treasure, and endeavoured to compose my 
mind by reciting my rosary; but the effort 
was useless. I did, indeed, continue to mutter 
the words, but my thoughts were stiU rambling 
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on the Strange events of the last two dajns« 
At length I sought my pillow, and I slept ; but 
it was only to dream of unspeakable hoirors. 
My Italian friends had become my cruel perse^ 
cutors ; Annie looked on with triumphant re- 
venge, and refused to help me when I implored 
her aid ; and at last I awoke struggling with 
horror, and weeping bitterly. My head ached 
more than ever, and the night seemed insuffer- 
ably hot« I rose, and threw open the windows, 
but the air of heaven seemed, to my heated 
imagination, as the scorching breath of a fur- 
nace ; and again I threw mjrself on my bed, for 
my limbs refused to support me ; and horrible 
waking visions of fiends floated through my 
brain« Towards day-break the whole house 
seemed to sink into the bowels of the earth 
with a stunning crash, and I remember no 
more. When my maid came to me in the 
morning I was in a raving, buming fever. For 
many days I lingered on the brink of the grave ; 
even now my hånd trembles while I recount 
the horrors of delirium which then oppressed 
me. Sometimes I was a stone, fitted into the 
wall of a vault full of dead men's bones, and 
yet feeling my own identity, and fully appre« 
ciating the misery of being compelled to pass 
etemity in that quiescent, immovable state; 
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and again^ lost spirits vreie bearin^ me away to 
the d^k cavems of the infemal re^ons ; and I 
shrieked in despair, and tried to escape ; but a 
strong arm hurried me on, and I saw Annie 
smile in scom on my agonies. I have reason 
to believe that my attendants dealt with me as 
lunatics were formerly treated, for they cer- 
tainly used corporeal cbastisement, wbenever, 
in my agonies of terror^ I attempted to leave 
the Toom, The Signora Ridonzi^ Giacomo, 
and all their suite, left the house as soon as 
they had ascertained my illness to be a highly 
infectious fever. A nurse, and several inferior 
serrants, had been hired from the public hos- 
pitals, by my medical attendants, and to the 
care of these hireHngs I was entirely abandoned. 
The principal physician, however, took posses- 
sion of my keys; and, sealing up my books, 
jewels, money, &c., carried them away to his 
own residence, until I should be able to protect 
my own property, or rather, as he afterwards 
told me, to forward them to Annie, whom he 
had formerly known ; for he had not the least 
idea that my constitution would survive the 
ravages of that terrible fever. 

One evening I awoke, as it appeared, from a 
long, troubled sleep. The carpets, or rather 
the matting, and the draperies of the windows 
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and the bed, had been carried from the room* 
An o\å, stem-looking woman stood by my bed^ 
looking upon me witb an expression anything 
but inviting; but she accosted me with kind 
wordsy for she sawthat the violence of the fever 
was past. From that hour I recovered^ very 
slowly, indeed, but still my progress waB con- 
tmuous. Iwasextremelyweak,andmyspirits 
were completely crushed ; and I lay for several 
weeks unable to stir, yet having none but 
menials around me. No gentle hånd was there 
to smooth my pillow or to hold my aching head ; 
no loving voice came to my ear, uttering low^ 
sweet words of affection; no eyes sparkling 
with devoted feeling gazed with thrilling joy 
on my daily improvement. Oh, how eamestly 
I longed for Annie during those long, tedious 
hours ! how I prayed, not to saints and angels, 
but to the great God himself, to restore to me 
my deserted sister ! But the precious gift I 
had spumed was not to be regained in this my 
time of need. The dreary days roUed slowly 
on, and I became able to quit my couch, and 
sit by the open window. Then I inquired 
whether Mrs. Durant had not visited me while 
I was insensible. I leamed in answer, that she 
had cautiously avoided the infected house ; and 
that, having been hastily recalled to England, she 
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had retumed thither, on the very day when my 
medical attendants were in hourly expectation 
of my death. When I heard this, I huried my 
head in the cushions, and wept long and 
bitterly. I was alone in the world ; there was 
none now who cared for Maude Bolinghroke. 
It is a bitter thing to feel alone — quite alone ; 
and especially bitter when one is eonscious that 
he has brought upon himself, as it were, all this 
desolation. Thank God, that, though I lose all 
earthly friends, I can never be alone again. 
One who has promised to be with his children, 
even unto the end of the world, will never 
leave me nor forsake me. He has graven my 
name on the palms of his bands, and nothing 
can erase it. 

Soon a conviction stole over my tortured 
mind that Romanism was false. Like a long- 
forgotten dream, all the arguments which I 
heard Annie use came back to my soul in a 
flood of recollection, and every word seemed as 
fresh and powerful as when first spoken. I 
determined to open roy long-neglected Bible ; 
but here my wickedness met its own punish- 
ment, I had given up my Bible; and now I 
knew not where to procure one. I betook my- 
self to earnest prayer, that God would tum 
away his wrath, and not punish me according 

N 
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to the measure of my iniquity, by now with« 
holding tbat precious light, so eamestly dedred 
and so long obstinately rejected. My petition 
was answered. I suddenly remembered that I 
had stowed away an old mutilated French Bible 
some days before the commencement of my 
illness. Weak as I wasj I sought for it myself, 
and succeeded in canying it off in triumph ta 
my apartment. But even now the enemy was 
at work. I fancied that I had but to read in 
order to imderstand; and all the good which 
at this time I received from my Bible, was the 
full assurance that Popery was not from God. 
So far it was well ; but I should have gained 
nothing by being convinced of the error of 
Romanism, had I not been further convinced 
of sin by the Holy Spirit, and brought to the 
feet of a cqmpassionate Saviour. And now I 
was tossed about, as it were, by contrary winds. 
My Bible told me how great had been my sin ; 
and yet I could not perceive the way wherein I 
ought to go. Some will say, perhaps, How 
was this, when the open Bible lay before me ? 
I will tell them, the Bible was then to me 
(and it ever will be, to all such as I then was,) 
A SEALED 300K. The wayfaring man, though 
a fool, need not err therein ; but he who comes 
in order to confirm his own judgment, who 
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trusts to his own wisdom, and seeks not the 
blessed Spirit to guide him into all truth, is 
like a man travelUng at midnight in a Strange 
country : — 

-" Will not God impart his light 



To them that aak it? Freely; 'tis his joy, 

His glory, and His nature, to impart. 

But to the proud, uncandid, insincere, 

Or negligent inquirer, not a spark.''-*-Ck)'WF£B. 



N 2 



CHAPTER XIII. 

The gloom which so heavily oppressed both my 
heart and my understanding did not soon dis- 
perse ; on the contrary, day by day my misery 
increased. It seemed to me that I was alike 
deserted by God and by man ; and I frequently 
sat for hours wom out by physical weakness, 
and by the agony of mind which I still endured. 
A gleam of sunshine came at last; I was so 
utterly miserable, so completely subdued, that 
I knelt down, and besought the Almighty to 
look not on my deserts, but, for the glory of 
his own name, to grant me some degree of 
light. Blessed be his name, not only one 
ray was granted, but there fell upon my mind 
the full glory of noontide splendour. I forgot, 
for a time, the desertion of those who in mv 
hours of prosperity had cailed me a beloved 
firiend ; I ceased to regret the loss of my in- 
heritance; I could only think of the plain, 
simple way of salvation, so very clear, so very 
apparent, that it seemed to me, then, that a 
little child might read and understand it. A 
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tamal mind may, by study and reflection, leam 
very much; but^ oh! how totally different is 
the heavenly knowledge, which, by the Spirif s 
teacbing, is given to the spiritually renewed 
man! The difference is immense, but only 
those who have experieneed it, can understand 
it aright. Only those whom the Lord has 
made his own can know what it is to find a 
deep meaning in every line, nay, almost in 
every word of that precious yolume, the book 
of life. All that is necessary to salvation is so 
plainly revealed, that the most ignorant and 
uncultivated mind may comprehend and believe ; 
but the child of Grod who digs deep into the 
precious mine, will often find that eyen one 
little word may be to him a treasure of ines- 
timable value. The natural man may collate 
and analyze, and criticize, and thus become, in 
a certain sense, familiar with the '* contents of 
the mine, but he will never, in this way, par- 
take of its blessed and inexhaustible riches.'* 
Gold cannot be discemed in the dark ; neither 
ean the glorious truths of revelation be made 
known unless the Sun of Righteousness shed 
his life-giving rays upon the dark mind of man. 
And now, perhaps, some few — it is to be feared 
only a few — may say, " If a key be required tp 
open this rich store-house, how is that key to 
be obtained ? " ' 
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Do you really desire it? The desire i« 
enough. Look upward, in a child-like teach- 
able spirity as an infant ^eeking information 
from an earthly parent ; say, '^ Lord, teach me, 
even me, for thy dear Son's sake/' and all will 
be accomplished. Then shall it be given unto 
you to know the unsearchable riches of Christ ; 
then shall '^the ciooked be made straight, 
and the rough piaces plain;" and though> so 
long as you oontinue on your earthly pil- 
grimagey you shall only see through a glass 
darkly, yet hare patience, wait a little while^ 
and the veil of mortal flesh shall be r^inoved^ 
and you shall know even as you are known ; 
and be yourselves like Him who, by his precious 
bloody has purchased for you the crown of 
righteousness ; for you " shall see hita as he is.^ 

A few days paAsed on. The Signora Bidonzi 
was gone to Orvieto^ and Qiacomo had accom- 
panied her. I left my splendid abodé» and 
took two small neat rooms in the house of oa 
English lady, who resided near to the Pr6-» 
testant church. I wrote to Annie again, but I 
received no answer, and suddenly it occurred 
to me to address Madame de Marlier^ the lady 
who had eugaged Annie as govemess to het 
daughters. When this letter was despatched I 
felt more easy^ aad I passed solne sweet houra 
alone in the soUtude of my humbl^ little duuo^ 
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ber; and very frequently I sat with my hostess, 
a middle-aged gentlewoman^ who evinced the 
greatest interest on my behalf, and lost no 
opportunity of unfolding to my mind the love- 
Jiness and perfection of the scheme of redemp- 
tion as it is revealed in the Scriptures. It wa 
as though I gazed on a very lovely bud, which 
each day unfolded, leaf after leaf, displaying 
fresh beauties to my admiring gaze,. It was, 
indeed, a sweet unfading plant Which my joyful 
eyes beheld; but the perfect flower will tiot 
ftilly unclose until that day when I sit beneath 
its shade in the paradise of God. There, 
'Utilike earthly blossoms, it will never droop or 
•wither, but bloom for ever; while the countless 
muUitude of the redeemed shall through eter- 
nity sing ceaseless praises to that spotless Rose 
of Sharon, which the promised Branch of the 
root of Jesse has produced. 
. Wljen the tiihe came for Madame Marlier*s 
letter to reaeh me, I felt quite unable to con« 
ceal my anxiety ; and in my deHcate state of 
health I oould not cope with anything that 
oaused excitement. In due time, however, 
i&fadame de Marlier's letier arrived, and, with 
feelings which may be better imagined than 
defi^eribed, I broke the seal. I read that Annie^is 
health had begun to decline very soon after her 
nmvUl in Madame Hiurliet's family | l&at tiiey 



184 TH£ AUTOBIOQRAPHY OF 

had long nursed her, but that, at length^ th^ 
medical man prescribing perfect quiet and a 
change of air, she had accompanied her young 
friend Margarita Ridot to Yerdenthal, a retired 
valley, where her grandfather, Monsieur Ridot, 
resided as the pastor of a loving and beloved 
flock. A description of the exact situation of 
Yerdenthal was added, and then foUowed an 
aocount of Annie's lovely character. Madame 
de Marlier extremelj regretted the loss of her 
interesting and amiable govemess. Annie had 
entered, she said, most entirely into all their 
domestic plans; she had been not only the 
instructress, but the companion of the young 
people, and they loved her most affectionately $ 
and the little ones never failed to add a petition 
to their morning and evening prayers, that God 
would soon make Mademoiselle Lindsay well, 
and send her back again to thenu Madame 
then continued to observe, that she greatly 
feared Miss Lindsay was oppressed by some 
heavy sorrow; for she had frequently seen 
the traces of tears on her sweet, mild counte« 
jiance. She added, that 3he could not but 
apprehend that her days on earth were well- 
nigh spent. She had become extremely fragile 
in her appearance, and her ever-fair complexion 
was now delicate almost to transparency. 
I read and re-read this letter several times^ 
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and then made up my mind, that I would not 
write to Annie, but immediatelj set out to join 
her. I knew the good Swiss pastor would 
welcome me, and I could easily procure lodgings 
in some farm-house in the neighbourhood. I 
was by this time much humbled, and, had it 
not been for the length of time that must 
elapse before I could receive an answer, I 
would have written to Mr. Burrows, asking his 
advice about the step I meditated taking ; but 
I knew that he wished me to be near my sister, 
and my hostess strongly counselled me to make 
immediate preparations for my departure. For 
the first time in my life I packed my clothes 
with my own hånds. I wrote to Mr. Burrows, 
giving him my address at Yerdenthal parsonage, 
and then I sat down to muse on the sudden 
joumey which I was about to undertake aloncj 
and totally without protection. Those who 
have been accustomed to depend upon them- 
selves, cannot form an idea of the embarrassing 
position in which young females accustomed 
to much personal attendance, find themselves, 
when the reverses of fortune, or, more strictly 
speaking, the merciful dispensations of a mse 
Providence, have deprived them of the afiiuence 
which belonged to them in early days, and 
have thereby thrown them entirely on their 
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own resources for protection and guidance, and, 
it may be, even of support. I pictured to 
myself Annie's delight at beholding her un- 
woi^thy sister retuming to her like the repentant 
prodigal— how rapidly her health wonld amend, 
if— *and a shudder ran through my frame at the 
idea — if she were not already too far gone, 
which Madame Marlier's letter seemed almost 
to imply. 

My solitary musings were intemipted by a 
sumnlons from my kind hostess, who ealled me 
down to an early supper, as we were to retire 
in good time, in order that I might be the 
fitter for my arduous joumey, which was to 
commence at dawn the foUowing morning. 
Little was said during the repast. I was look- 
ing forward with intense anxiety to the end of 
my expedition, and my exéellent friend was 
sad at the thought of losing her unworthy 
rompanion. We knelt together for the last 
time at a throne of grace, and very fervent 
were the petitions offered up by this Christian 
woman for the weak and wayward créature who 
was now to go forth alone, on a long and 
wearisome jourhey. The morning eame, the 
carriage stood at the door ; my frietid exaeted 
a promise of frequent cotrei^pondence, and, ih 
particular, that a letter should be Wriitéti as 
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soon as I reached my destination, as a token of 
my safe arrival. We parted for ever in this 
world ; but I feel assured that she forms one of 
that blessed circle around the throne who day 
and night serve the Lord in his temple, and 
with whom, one day, I trust it may, through 
the blood of the Lamb, be my happy portion 
to unite. 

During my tedious joumey I bad no com-^ 
panions but my Bible and my ovrti thoughts | 
and, though my mtisings wete paiiiful, yet a 
feeling of indesoribable sweetness >¥as blended 
with all. I looked abroad, and saw all thé 
glorious beauties of an Italian landscape : there 
were the clear skies, the swéet spring flowers, 
the fresh young herbage, and the warbling of 
song^birds ; and I felt a glow of raptute, when 
I daJred for a moment to entertdin the thought^ 
that the Creator of these fair and lovely things 
was my Friend and my Father ; my reoonciled 
Father in Christ Jesus. Some part of toiy 
toute lay through the same tract of country 
which I had passed on leaving the convent, and 
which I must again have traVersed, in order td 
return thither, had God permitted me to ae- 
complish the design which I had laboured with 
all tny powers to effect. How different were 
liow my cogitations, bé the carriage slowly 
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advanced over the soft yet uneven turf I Na- 
ture then had been comparatively cold and 
sterile^ and when I had last gazed on the same 
scene my heart was cold likewise, and harder 
than the grey rocks which skirted the wood« 
Now, the varied colours of many-tinted flowers 
enameUed the green earth ; the luxuriant foH- 
age of the forest-trees almost excluded the rays 
of the bright sun, while my heaxt — that once 
proud heart — was softened by the self-same 
power which had caused the soft spring-tide 
rain to fall^ and the warm siinbeams to renovate 
the principle of vegetation. I felt one greiat 
comfort in leaving Italy« I was going to a 
Protestant country, and I longed to feel 
myself entirely free from Popish tyranny. 

It is impossible, without personal knowledge, 
to form an adequate idea of what Romanism in 
Italy really is. In England, thank God! its 
head is, as yet, compelled to bow in subjection 
to Protestant authority. France, infidel France, 
is no specimen of Popery; for, taking the 
natiou at large, there is Uttle regard paid among 
them to any kind of religion. But in Italy, in 
the Papal States espedally, this mysteiy of 
iniquity reigns supreme. None know, none 
will ever know, all the dark secrets, the pol- 
luting tenets, which demoralize that fair and 
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classic landj and which render Italj^ exqui« 
sdtely beautiful as it is in the eyes of all earthlj 
beholders, an abomination in tbe sight of a 
pure and holy God« 

At length I entered Switzerland, and I saw 
the "snow-capped Alps" towering with the 
clear azure of the firmament, and heard the 
mountain-rillsy released from their icj chain, 
bounding merrily and noisily onwards to the 
blue waters of the Adriatic. I was absolutely 
delighted, when, after a very sultry and fatiguing 
day, my conductor told me we should reach 
Yerdenthal on the following aftemoon ; and 
the next morning I recommenced my wild 
joumey with redoubled ardour. The way still 
lay through the interminable mountains ; a sailor 
would have said that we were doing nothing 
else but doubling capes ; but about two in the 
aftemoon we came to a kind of open plain, 
over which we advanced rapidly, and by five 
o'clock we arrived at a small hostelry, where I 
dismissed my driver, deposited my luggage, 
took some slight refreshment, and then set off 
on foot for the residence of the Reverend 
Monsieur Ridot. 

It was a glorious May evening, nearly at the 
close of the month; and before me lay the 
bright green valley, sheltered from the winds 
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by ihe dark mountains which surround Verden- 
thai on all sides, and whose wood-clad bases, 
barren sides, and pure white summits, were all 
glowing in the rich crimson rays of the descend- 
ing sun. A clear and rapid stream fell head- 
long from a distant elevation, and it went on 
its course foaming, stniggling, and steaming, 
until it reached the depths of the valley, and 
there it expanded into a broad, calm lake, re- 
fiecting on its placid bosom the grey towers of 
the church and the mined castle, and every 
bright hue of amber and camation which tinged 
the few fleecy clouds hovering round the 
mountain-tops. There were many cottages in 
this secluded gien — ^real Swiss cottages; and 
occasionally a peasant might be observed mak- 
ing his way through the tangled wood-paths ; 
or a jolie paysanne filling her pitcher at the 
gushing brook. There was a quietude, an ap- 
pearance of sanctity and repose, over the whole 
scene, which might have led a romantic mind 
to determine that no such thing as worldly 
hopes and feelings had ever penetrated into 
that sweet emerald spot. Lovely, lovely valley! 
never since have I seen aught so sweetly, so 
peacefully fair; and I sat a while on a rustic 
seat to contemplate the beautiful landscape, 
and also to compose my spirits, which, not- 
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withstanding the soothing influence of the placid 
face of nature^ were muoh excited as I drew 
nearer to the abode of my sister ; nay, I did 
not know but that at each tum of the road I 
might meet her. From the place which I oceu* 
pied I could see distinctly the church-yard, and 
the garden of a large house^ which I rightly 
imagined must be the residence of the pastor. 
I could see little of the pastoral mansion itself, 
so completely was it embowered in trees, but 
the roof and gable-ends were distinctly visible; 
and tears of strong emotion swelled into my 
eyes as I thought that I was gazing on the very 
habitation which contained my persecuted, un* 
offending sister; that sister whom I hadtreated 
with all the fierce bigotry and cruel intolerance 
of Popery^ but for whose sweet face and gende 
smiles my heart now yeamed with inexpressible 
longing. I rose to proceed, but I soon became 
bewildered on account of the maze-like wan- 
derings of the narrow path ; and when I saw, at 
lasty one of the yillagers ascending from the 
lake, I asked him to direct me to the dwelling 
of Monsieur Ridot. It was long ere I could 
comprehend his singular patais, half French, 
half Italian, and with, as it appeared to me, a 
slight tinge of German accent; however, I 
leamed from him that I was taking a very cir- 
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cuitous path, and that it would be past siinset' 
before I reached the house, unless I took a 
more direct route. To ask for plain directions 
would have been useless. I therefore aban- 
doned myself to his guidance; and following 
him, I retraced my steps for about a hundred 
yards, and then we plunged into a woody de- 
scent, and, after ten minutes stumbling and 
slipping, I found myself at the bottom of the 
▼aUey, and very near the margin of the lake. As 
soon as I was once more on level ground, I endea- 
voured to ask my guide, whether he had seen an 
English lady who was visiting Monsieur Ridot ; 
but all the answer I could obtain was ^^ Anglaise ? 
Mademoiselle Margarita?" uttered in an inter- 
rogatory tone ; so I was fain to be content with ' 
a few more minutes' suspense, and to trust to 
my own beloved Annie herself to satisfy me 
fully. It will doubtless occur to my readers 
that I seemed to entertain rather unreasonable 
hopes respecting A.nnie's gentleness of disposi- 
tion; but had they known my sweet sister, 
they would have fully comprehended my thus 
assuring myself of her perfect forgiveness. 
Truly, she followed the steps of her blessed 
Master. I do not know that I ever, during my 
whole life, saw more than a transitory expres- 
sion of anger or discontent upon her lovely 
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countenance — ^lovely, not because her features 
and complexion were faultless, but because 
there dwelt thereon the very impress of peace 
and love. The seal of heaven was visible, and 
in her last sad days of sorrow all traces of the 
world seemed to disappear, and, as it were, to 
vanish, before the blessed realities of the hea- 
venly land, upon whose very horders she lin- 
gered. — Suddenly a short tum brought me to 
the gate of the parsonage garden. 

" C^est notre pasteuTy^ said my conductor in 
something like tolerable French : and I saw a 
venerable man walking with a stick, with his 
long white hair flowing over his ^houlders, and 
his eyes fixed upon some lovely flowers which 
were just fuUy expanded : his appearance told 
me at once that he was indeed the shepherd 
of his flock : he raised his eyes on hearing my 
footsteps, and I advanced, and stood before the 
Pastor of Verden thai. 



CHAPTER XIV. 

The aged pastor smiled benevolently as I 
approached, and, seeing that I looked tired 
and ill, he courteously invited me to be seated 
upon a rustic garden-chair, placed beneath a 
wide-spreading tree. Here then I was, at last. 
I had reacbed the termination of my long, 
anxious joumey, and in a few minutes I should 
see my affectionate and injured sister. I should 
hear her gentle words of forgiveness; and 
feel her sweet, soothing influence ; and rejoice 
in her welcome to the returning wanderer. I 
looked around) if so be that I might discem 
among the flowering-shrubs her slender figure ; 
but nothing living met my eye ; and I tumed 
again to the pastor, and simply asked him, if a 
young lady of the name of Lindsay were not 
under his roof. 

Monsieur Ridot visibly started, and then 
said, " Indeed, Mademoiselle, a very sweet 
young lady of that name came here with my 
grand-daughter Margarita, a few weeks since. 
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Mademoiselle Liudsay ^as then in a very deli* 
cate State, resulting from the pressure of a long 
and severe affliction. But I am anxious to 
know whom I have the honour of addressing ; 
for although it gives me pleasure at any time 
to entertain the wayfaring beneath my pastoral 
roof, yet shall I bestow a treble welcome on 
any one who is interested in the fate of Made- 
moiselle Lindsay." 

I trembled much before I answered, that my 
name was Bolingbroke. 

A change instantly came over the old man's 
face ; something very much approaching to in- 
dignation sufiused his placid saintlike features ; 
but it was only momentary, and then tears stole 
into his eyes, and an expression of loving pity 
shone on his venerable countenance. "Alas! 
Mademoiselle," he uttered, " it is sad news that 
I have for you — very sad news indeed; that 
fair flower of whom we speak was too lovely 
for earth, and God transplanted her early to 
his own kingdom. Ah ! she was a sweet young 
creature, very fair to look at, but far more 
lovely was the inward adornment of that fair 
external form — ^and fairest of all is the pure 
white robe that she now wears in y onder bright 
land." 

For some minutes I could not breathe. I 

o 2 
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gasped for breath, and I would have given 
worlds for one gush of tears ; but none came^ 
and I sunk upon the grass, and endeavoured to 
thinh; for the pastor's communication had so 
stunned my senses^ that for a moment or two 
I could not possibly remember what had hap- 
penedy although I was perfectly conscious of 
some overwhehning sorrow which had burst 
upon me, and crushed me, as it were, to the dust* 
Ohy how agonizing was that hour ! But it is 
pasty it can never return ; but even the recol- 
lection of that bitter suffering is ahnost too 
much for my exhausted frame. ^ 

" It is over, then," I said, with ahnost super- 
natural cahnness ; " let me see her — nay, I must 
— I will ; " for I fancied that I read something 
like hesitation on the countenance of Monsieur 
Kidot. 

"You shall see her, dear young lady," he 
answered soothingly* ^'You shall see her 
when you are a little more composed« 
God forbid that I should add to your deep 
affliction! — nay, may He rather teach me 
to soothe your burdened spirit! But, come, 
Mademoiselle, you must become for a time 
my inmate;'* and he led me into the house, 
and then hastened to call his housekeeper. 
How well I remember that little quiet parlour! 
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It looked Kke the abode of peace — I was the 
only wretched creature in the place^ the apart- 
ment was siinply furnished, and many beautiful 
flowers, gracefuUy dispersed about it, spoke 
certainly of feminine superintendence. Some 
drawings lay upon a table. I recognised at 
once the exquisite talent of my lost sister, and in 
the agony of the moment, amounting almost to 
insanity, I seized them, and hid them beneath 
a pile of MS. music which lay near me. In a 
short time the housekeeper, who was called 
Lisette, made her appearance, and offered many 
apologies for the absence of her young mistress, 
stating that Mademoiselle Margarita was not 
well, and that she did not intend to leave her 
own chamber that evening, Full well did I 
comprehend why the Swiss maiden dreaded to 
meet me, She had loved my Annie, and how 
would she look upon a sister who might almost 
be termed her murderess ! But my agony, my 
humiliation, were complete; and I felt that, 
instead of shrinking from aversion and hatred, I 
would rather meet pimishment, however severe, 
with joy* Lisette brought me some refresh- 
ment, and I endeavoured to swallow it, but the 
effort was vain. I only drank a few drops of 
wine and water, and then I begged her to show 
roe the room where lay the mortal remains o£ 
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my Annie. She intreated me to sit still for a 
few minutes longer, but I woold not be con- 
troUed, and again and again I besought her to 
be speedy. At length she consented to my 
request; and almost without knowing that I 
had quitted my seat, I found myself foUowing 
the steps of the sorrowful housekeeper, as she 
led me to tbe chamber of death. She opened a 
door, and I felt, as I entered the still and 
darkened apartment, that before me lay all that 
remained of my gentle victim. Lisette drew 
back the window-curtain, and I was left alone. 
The last rays of the setting sun were stream- 
ing through the flower-wreathed casement ; the 
warbling of the spring-birds, and the dreamy 
sound of rippling waters alone broke the awful 
silence. It was some minutes before I dared 
to contemplate the face and form of her who 
slept so peacefully before me. I tumed at 
last, half expecting to see something like 
reproach depicted on the pallid countenance; 
but, oh ! it was not so ; serenely beautiful was 
my Annie, as she lay in that calm, placid slum- 
ber, to awake no more till the voice of the 
archangel shall be heard, and the trump of God 
shall bid those who sleep in death to rise to 
. immortality. The rich red light of sunset 
shone full upon the long, silken ringlets of her 
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bright brown hair, casting over them a golde^ 
hue and a dazzling radiancey so glorious tbat it 
seemed abnost supematural. But those sweet^ 
gentle eyes, they were closed, and closed for 
ever; they would never be tumed upon me 
more. Never again would their eloquent ex- 
pression beseech me to ponder my path of sin 
and error. The delicately-formed features 
were unchanged, save that they were wasted 
by long, lingering illness ; and that smile, that 
sweet angelic smile that had ever made her 
fair countenance assume a peculiar and almost 
unearthly beauty, still lingered there. None 
could have gazed on the calm loveliness of that 
blessed sleeper, without feeling assured that 
she was indeed made meet for the inheritance 
of the saints in light. It needed but to behold 
that peaceful brow, and that still radiant, hea- 
yenly smile, to be convinced that she who had 
just burst the bonjls of mortality had entered 
into the rest that remaineth for the children of 
God; that she, the deserted, the persecuted 
one, had obtained that crown of glory which 
they who endure unto the end shall receive 
£rom the hånds of their righteous Judge ; even 
the crown which his own precious blood has 
purchased for all those who love his appear- 
ing. I took the cold lifdeas hånd in my 
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own, but the chili maxble touch congealed my 
very blood ; and I exclaimed in extreme agony 
of mind, — " Oh that she would return but for 
one minute, just to smile on me once more^ 
just to give me one par ting kiss of sisterly 
affection, and oh ! above all, to say to me in her 
own gentle tones, 'Maude, I forgive you."* 
But it could not be. All was silent, and I sat 
down on the window-seat, and pressed my 
hånds against my forehead in the very extremity 
of woe^ Oh, my Annie, many months have 
passed away since that fearful evening, yet is 
the remembrance fresh in my memory as when 
I stood alone in the chamber of death, and 
looked out, in agony of spirit, upon the fair 
green valley before me ! 

According to the custom of the district, the 
white-covered bed was strewed with flowers; 
apparently they had been there for some hours, 
for they were faded and withered, and the deli- 
cate petals of the white roses and the graceful 
lilies looked as though they had pined for their 
native stems till sorrow had overpowered them 
and their fair blossoms had closed for ever« 
She, too, for whom they had bloomed in vain, 
had withered ; the gentle lips would unclose no 
more, to speak words of entreaty and comfort to 
her unhappy sister. But the frail blossoms of 
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Verdenthai would soon be cast away, they 
would never again revive — their beauty and fra- 
grance once departed^ spring for them would 
return no more. 

Not so with my Annie ! Yet a Uttle while, 
and she will hear the voice that shall resound 
over earth and sea^ calling all to judgment. 
In that dark hour I well remembered one pre- 
cious text — " Them also which sleep in Jesus 
will God bring with him." I knew, that for 
her who slept so peacefuUy in that last dreamless 
slumber^ sorrow and care had ceased. I knew 
that she who had shed so many tears^ would weep 
no more. I knew that sin, her hated foe^ had 
relinquished its struggles for dominion, and 
that she, pure and spotless, and clothed in white 
raiment, was singing in heaven, etemal praises 
to Him whose love had brought her thither. 

The last sunbeam had ceased to gild the 
placid features of the dead, the crimson light 
slept on the mountain-tops ; and the glassy 
waters of the lake bore on their bosom the 
reflection of the crystal azure above. It was 
an evening of surpassing beauty; yet, what 
was it all to me ? The very loveliness of lovely 
Verdenthai seemed to mock my bitter, remorse- 
ful anguish. Twilight stole over the cool green 
vale. The voice of singing-birds had ceased^ 
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and I heard only the sweet chimes from tha 
tower of the village churchy as thej played 
those blessed, holy notes once sung by the per- 
secuted Vaudois, when, many years past, they 
had taken refuge in these Alpine recesses. At 
length I heard a rustling sound. I started, fo; 
I was sensible of some moving object ; though 
the increasing gloom prevented me from dis- 
cerning what it might be. It was the pastor, 
who had come to speak words of comfort to 
one whom he rightly deemed to be suffering 
under the severest earthly trial that can befall 
any mortal creature. 

" Forgive me, Mademoiselle," he said, " if I 
intrude upon your grief, but I could not leave 
you longer alone. It is one of the commissions 
which my Master has given me, to comfort the 
afflicted/' 

" It is fruitless," I answered, hastily. " No 
peace can ever visit this guilty breast. You do 
not know me; you knew my sweet Annie; 
but you do not know that my. apostasy, 
jaj proud, cruel, imnatural conduct, laid her 
there." 

** I know it aU, my dear young lady," re* 
plied the venerable man. " I have heard your 
sad tale. But listen to me while I tell you of 
t^e laet hours of that departed saint. As 
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calmly as yonder absent sunsank to rest, did 
she yield up her redeemed and purified spirit 
to the God who gave it. Yesterday morning 
she appeared better, and my Margarita sat by 
her, talking to her, and singing the hymns of 
the Vaudois, which she loved very much indeed« 
It was not till the aftemoon that the last change 
passed upon her. She said she was weary; 
but soon we knew that it was death that was 
gradually folding her in his icy embrace. She 
knew it too, and she sent for me, and she said, 
* Monsieur, my strength is well-nigh gone, but 
ere the last spark be fled, let me beg of you to 
seek my poor lost Maude. Tell her, that I 
ever loved her, that I love her now more than 
ever. Oh! entreat her to pause onee more 
before she takes that fearful step. Let her 
know how happy I was when the hour came 
that mortality should be swallowed up of life.' " 
** I asked her if she had no fears, and she 
answered, * No — there is One who said, " I will 
come again and receive you unto myself, that 
where I am there ye may be also ;" and though 
I never doubted his word, yet now I feel its 
blessed and perfect fulfilment.' I cannot tell 
you how sweetly she smiled as she said this ; 
and how calm she grew as the death-damps 
thickened on her brow. A few minutes before 
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her voice utterly failed» she turned to my 
grand-daughter, and said, ' Margarita, love, 
farewell for a little time; a thousand thanks 
for all your kindness ; you have been a sister 
to me; now I shall need your gentle care no 
more. A dark cloud has of late shadowed my 
path through this wildemess, but now all is 
b right sunlight. Sinful, foolish mortal that I 
was, I thought that never was grief like mine ; 
and my heart often rose in proud rebeUion, and 
I was tempted to say, What have I done. Lord, 
that I should suffer this at thy hånd? But 
now I see it all — Oh, how clearly ! I see the 
road through which I travelled, and I am come 
to the end of my course. Very, very soon, in 
a few short minutes, I shall behold the King 
in His beauty^ and dwell in that bright land, 
once far off, but now — Oh, how near ! yes, even 
here. Farewell, beloved Margarita, we shall 
meet again. Seek my poor darling, erring 
Maude ; pray for her, and watch over her, will 
you not?' Margarita promised all that her 
dying friend could wish, and then your sister 
lay quite still; her pale thin hånds clasped 
together, and her lips moving as if in prayer> 
but no sounds were audible. The brightest 
smile that ever irradiated a mortal countenanee 
lighted up her failing eyes, and tuming to mej 
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she said faintly but clearly, * My own Maude, 
she will return, I know it.' She spoke no more, 
and in a few seconds her redeemed spirit fled 
to the presence of that Saviour whose name 
was as music to her soul." 

Something like calmness stole upon my 
agonized feelings while the good pastor was 
speaking. He took my hånd, sajdng, ** Dear 
Miss BoUngbroke, wipe away your tears. I 
cannot but feel certain, that the full assurance 
possessed by your departed sister, of your 
return to the truth as it is in Jesus^ vnR ere 
long be verified." 

" It will not be," I answered, " for I have 
already renounced that system of falsehood and 
idolatry. Henceforth may I serve God in 
simplicity and singleness of heart ; and though 
my sins will bring down my youth with sorrow 
to the grave, yet may He give me grace to live 
and die to His glory alone." 



CHAPTER XV. 

Lisette soon appeared, and led me to my 
chamber, where everything was prepared for 
my comfort. When left alone, I gave way to 
a violent burst of grief ; and for nearly an hour 
oould do nothing but Ile upon my bed and 
weep convulsively. At length I became cahner, 
and I began to think of my Annie, as the blessed 
inhabitant of that glorious country, whither all 
her desires and affeetions had so long tended. 
I had been the eause of her deep and bitter 
sorrow ; almost the only earthly sorrow which 
had been permitted to visit her ; but that one 
overwhelming grief had preyedupon her fragile 
frame, even as the canker-worm invisibly but 
certainly feeds upon the velvet petals of the 
fresh, unfolding rose. Very deep was my re- 
morse ; and even at this present moment, after 
the lapse of several years of peace and calmness, 
I cannot trace the last hours of my gentle 
Annie without shedding such bitter tears as 
they only can know whose burdened hearts are 
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gradually breaking beneath tbe agonizing con- 
sciousness that they, humanly speaking^ have 
laid in the grave their dearest earthly treasure. 
But it is past now : my Annie lies in the peace* 
ful little chureh-yard of Verdenthai; around 
her^ sleep the saints and martyrs of other days, 
who, for the sake of Him who loved them unto 
the end, counted not their own lives dear unto 
them^ but cheerfully braved persecution and 
cruel hardships, and many of them a bloody 
death, ere they slumbered so tranquilly beneath 
the green swelling turf of that quiet Alpine 
gien. The hour in which I gazed, for the last 
time, upon the beloved countenance of the 
departed one, was the overflowing of my cup of 
self-sought woe ; but it is over now, and from 
my inmost soul I can say, ^^ Thé Lord gave, and 
the Lord hath taken away: blesseo be the 
name of the Lord." How could I dåre to re- 
pine ; how could I say one single word against 
the righteous judgments of my Heavenly 
Father! Thank God, I did not rebel. In 
that dark hour of great and exceeding sorrow, 
it was given unto me to believe, firmly to be- 
lieve the truth of the everlasting Gospel ; and 
though tears dimmed my eyes as I sat for maoy 
days musing on my sad bereavement, I was 
enabled to say with all my soul, **Even so. 
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Father^ for it seemeth good in thy sight" Had 
I not spumed and cast away my invaluable 
treasure ? How^ then, could I give utterance to 
discontent^ because He who had supported and 
solaced the poor moumer, in her gentle decay^ 
had chosen to take her away from this sinful 
worldy and to number her among the blessed 
ones who at the last great day shall shine among 
the jewels of his sacrificial and mediatorial 
diadem ? Beloved Annie ! The final hours of 
thy existence were like a calm^ glorious sunset. 
No earthly sun will ever light thy trembling 
footsteps more^ but now thou art an inhabitant 
of that fair land where none shall say, I am 
sick; where all iniquity is entirely forgiven, 
and where the bright-beaming rays of the ever- 
lasting Sun of * Righteousness shine in their 
cloudless splendour throughout etemity. Oh, 
it is sweet, most sweet, amid my deepest con- 
flicts and sorrowful repentance, to look with 
the eye of faith beyond the gloomy vale . of 
death, and to see with that blessed mental vision 
her ransomed spirit, clothed in spotless robes, 
tuning her golden harp to the everlasting song 
of Moses and the Lamb ; absent indeed from 
the poor perishable body, but present, etemally 
present with the Lord. Oh for that time 
when mortality shall be swallowed up of life ! 
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Yet a little longer, and by the mercy of God, 
the once bigoted devotee of Castellano shall 
mingle with that bright throng around the 
throne. There are moments, and perhaps mo- 
ments of deep, unutterable earthly affliction, 
when the spirit longs to spring upward ; when 
it yeams for the visible presence of its beloved 
Redeemer, and would receive — ^how gladly, how 
thankfuUy ! — the command which shouldbid the 
frail, terrestrial tabemacle to be dissolved, and 
the veil to be rent away which hides from our 
view the unseen world. Well did the poet say 
that our foolish and vain hearts were bound by 
a thousand ties to this sublunary existence, 
and truly did he add, that " every sorrow cuts 
a string, and urges us to rise." Thanks be to 
His Holy Name who hath appointed us here 
no " abiding city," but hath given to us an 
inheritance far beyond what mortal aspirations 
could desire, or mortal heart conceive. 

That moumful evening closed in ; the twilight 
of a summer night slept on the mountain-tops, 
and at last my weary eyelids closed, but not till 
the first gleam of red light pierced the eastem 
skies. I dreamed of Annie, as she had been in 
bygone days, — a merry child, sporting among the 
noble trees, and dancing on the velvet greensward 
of our paternal home. Then the scene changed, 

p 
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and I walked with her and Sophia Milwood in 
the convent garden of Winchester; and lastly, 
she lay before me again, arrayed in all the calm, 
cold beauty of the tomb. I awoke, and the 
morning sun was beaming brightly on every 
object in my little apartment ; but I felt too 
ill to rise, and soon afterwards the door opened, 
and the kind Lisette stole gently in to see if I 
yet slumbered. 

The Swiss housekeeper knew something of 
medicine. She saw at once that I was feverish 
and resdess^ and after feeling my pulse she 
disappeared. In a few minutes she retumed 
with a cooling draught, which I drank eagerly, 
and then fell again into a disturbed slumber. 
Once more dangerous illness came upon me: 
for several weeks my life hung upon a slender 
thready and during the greater part of that 
time I lay in a state of total unconsciousness. 
Yet I was not violently delirious ; indeed, for 
the most part, my mental faculties were sus- 
pended; for when I awoke firom what a^peared 
to be the sleep of years, I could remember 
nothing of the preceding fortnight; and felt 
only a sensation of buming thirst and an acute 
pain in the head. 

It was on a lovely Sabbath morning that my 
consciousness retumed. I was lying on the 
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same bed on which I had thrown myself in 
such bitter agony om the night of my arrival at 
Verdenthai. The casement was thrown wide 
open: all aroimd was still, but the rustling 
of the leavesy the singing of birds, the mur- 
mur of the mountain-stream, and one sound 
sweeter than all, the bells of the neighboiudng 
church, proclaiming the day of rest and invit- 
ing the favoured inhabitants of the emerald 
Valley to join in the voice of public prayer and 
praise. At a small table near the window, and 
reading attentively in a small volume, sat a 
young lady, apparently about twenty years of 
age. She wore the Swiss costume, and her 
countenance, without being exactly beautiful, 
exhibited a most prepossessing appearance. 
She soon saw that I noticed her, and hastily 
laying aside her book, she came to the bed-side, 
and inquired, in a tone which was kindness 
itself, how I felt, and if I would not like some 
refreshing draught. 

I thankfully repUed in the affirmative, and, 
after I had taken a cooling beverage, I looked 
inquisitively at my &ir attendant, and asked 
her by what name I should thank her for her 
kind and welcome attentions. 

" I am Margarita Ridot," she replied in a 
sweet, subdued voice ; " I am the grand-. 

p 2 
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daughter of Monsieur le Pasteur, and," she 
added cheerfuUy, " I am your head nurse and 
special attendant." 

" Margarita ! " I exclaimed ; " my sister's 
friend ! can it be that you can regard me with 
any other feeling than that of unmitigated 
horror? Can you look so tenderly upon the 
destroyer of sweet Annie's peace and life ?" 

Tears bedewed the eyes of the young lady 
as I spoke, and the remembrance of her departed 
&iend cailed forth the pearly drops, till they 
fell in streaihs down her blooming cheeks ; but 
she soon wiped them away, and, sitting down 
upon my bed, she replied : — 

*^ Dear Mademoiselle, think no more of the 
pasU You have been led astray, very far 
astray, but the darkness is over now. Is it not 
so ? Does not light beam upon you — ^pure, hea- 
venly light, whose celestial origin cannot be 
mistaken? Our dear Annie is come to the 
end of her joumey, and we will not mourn that 
she has left us in this wilderness, while she 
rests for ever beside the bright river whose 
streams make glad the city of our God. Let 
us look onward, and upward ! The time will 
come when we too shall be released from the 
burden of mortality ; and oh, if in that awful 
hour we shall be found pure and spotless, 
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"wasfaed from all stain in the blood of the Lamb, 
how small will then appear the sorrows of this 
eartUy existence! She, whose loss we now 
deplore, felt her afflictions to fade away when 
etemity opened upon her view. A very few 
hours before she died, she called me to her, 
and told me, how all the joys and griefs of this 
mortal life were so merged as it were in the 
thrilling reality of present unspeakable felieity, 
that no inhabitant of this world could support 
such exceeding blessedness. And now, she 
added, I can look back even to my early child- 
hood, just as a traveller reviews his path 
through the plain when he has reached the 
summit of some lofty mountain, and how insig- 
nificant does it all seem, as I stand upon the 
threshold of an eternal world, and contemplate 
the glories of my purchased inheritance ! Often, 
very often did she beg that I would seek your 
society, and become, so far as lay in my power, 
your sister. I promised sacredly that I would 
do this. And you are here,'* continued the 
fiweet girl, " therefore I need not seek you : but 
I am ready and willing to fulfil the second part 
of my engagement; and I do trust I may 
be permitted in some measure to supply the 
place of the invaluable sister who is gone to a 
better world," 
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I could not speak for tears, but they were 
blessed tears ; I wept beeause I felt my extreme 
unworthiness to receive such great and un- 
looked-for mercies. I felt^ that, sinful and 
full of guilt as I was, a Father's hånd was over 
me still; still guiding and supporting me 
through all the mazes of my sorrowful exist- 
ence, and yet pouring around me the sweets of 
affection and domestie joy« ^^You shaU be 
my sister ! " I exclaimed ; " that is to say, if 
a wretch like myself can secure your love ; and 
oh ! Margarita, may God give me grace to love 
you in sincerity and truth, and nevea:, never to 
grieve your gentle heart, as I grieved my sweet 
Annie." 

From that day my recovery was rapid. I 
soon left my own room, and the dear old pastor 
offered his arm the first day I felt strong enough 
to take a walk in the garden. In one comer of the 
Eden-like parterre stood a lovely shady arbour, 
and here I often sat for hours with Monsieur 
Ridot by my side, while his darling grandchild 
was absent, either occupied in household ar- 
rangements, or in some work of love and mercy 
among her poor neighbours. In that quiet 
retreat we held much sweet discourse. I was 
humbled, thoroughly humbled ; and I felt that 
such was my ignorance, that I could not, iin- 
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aided, advance one step on the heavenly road. 
My venerable friend proceeded eaeh day to set 
before me the way of salvation as it is revealed 
in Holy Writ. He applied that powerful wea- 
pon to the false doctrines I had been taught by 
an apostate Church ; and it pleased the blessed 
Spirit to cause each word of truth to sink deep 
into my heart, so that I saw clearly the road 
to etemal life — the door to everlasting life, and 
peace, and happiness — even Christ Jesus. Oh, 
how some particular verses were written as it 
were in characters of gold ; and by day and by 
night I cling to them as a shipwrecked mariner 
clings to the sea-girt rock. I remember, in 
particular, dwelling upon the foUowing texts : 
" Come unto mCj all ye that labour and are 
heavy laden, and I will give you rest : " "I 
have blotted out as a thick cloud thy trans- 
gressions, and as a cloud thy sins ; return uhto 
me, for I have redeemed thee." Oh, how calm 
was the peace that now dwelt in my long- 
troubled breast! I knew, indeed, that hence- 
forth I should go softly all my years in the 
bittemess of my soul ; I knew that a cloud 
must always rest upon my highest prospects; 
for Annie, my own beloved Annie was not, 
and T had laid her in a premature grave ; yet 
still, peace came to me — that blessed peace 
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which this world giveth not — ^that calm, un- 
ending peace which blesses the meek and lowly 
spirit, sanctified by the Holy Ghost, and 
washed white in the blood of the Lamb. 

As for Eomanism, I cast it from me as a 
loathsome thing, which I could not touch with«- 
out being defiled; and day by day the light of 
the blessed gospel shone upon me with purer, 
clearer rays. Annie's little Bible was my con- 
stant companion ; and sometimes I walked alone 
into the woods, and sat there with the sacred 
treasure for my sole companion, and, I trust, 
holding communion with the God whose mighty 
arm had snatched me from the gulf, on whose 
brink I had so heedlessly sported. Swiftly did 
those blessed hours glide by ; and the church 
clock would call me &om my meditations, while 
I tumed almost incredulously to the sun, to see 
if it could indeed be so late as the iron tongue 
from the grey tower proclaimed. 

About the end of June I received a letter, 
or rather a packet, from Mr. Burrows. It con- 
tained a very kind letter from my brother, 
and a liberal enclosure of money, with the as-* 
surance that I might ever rely upon sharing 
the wealth that had so long been undividedly 
my own. My brother and Mr. Burrows both 
wished me to return to England; but they 
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considerately thought^ that^ in my delicate state 
of health^ it would be better to remain abroad 
during the winter, and to revisit my native land 
in the spring of the foUowing year. This 
arrangement was agreeable both to my kind 
friends and to myself, for dearly did I love sweet 
Yerdenthal ; not so much for its beauty as for 
its being the residence of Monsieur Ridot and 
Margarita, and also the resting-place of the 
mortal remains of my dear Annie. 

The summer months passed away, and au* 
tumn came, and in its tum gave way to winter. 
I was still an enfeebled invalid, and during the 
cold weather I was not permitted to leave my 
own apartment. There were many hours when 
I was necessarily solitary; for Margarita and 
the pastor had their daily duties to perform; 
but I had leamt then a sweeter fellowship than 
can exist between human friends; and those 
lonely hours were to me the brightest portion 
of my blessed yet painful sojoum at Ver- 
denthai. Margarita was joyously happy; her 
bright hazel eyes shone with content and 
innocent gaiety, and her whole aspect bore 
the impress of a heart at peace with God and 
swelling with love for all around her. But a 
bitter trial was in store for Margarita. Early 
in the spring the health of the venerable pastor 
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began to fail; and after a short but painful 
illnesS) he fell asleep in the anns of his beloved 
grandchild. Very calm was the parting scene 
of his earthly pilgrimage. Like the ripened 
fruit, he fell gently into the grave. The lovely 
expression of his aged countenance grew yet 
more heavenly^ as the last mortal struggle drew 
nigh; and when the soul had fled^ the seal of 
the spirit, yet lingered on the pale^ noble brow, 
half concealed as it was by the long silvery 
locks, which had grown white while their owner 
toiled in his Master's service. The simple 
villagers were loud in their grief ; and when the 
solemn toU of the death-bell fell upon the still 
morning air, and re-echoed through wood and 
vale, and over lake, and mountain, and stream- 
let, there were few dry eyes ; and there were 
few, who, when they heatd the low, deep 
vibrations of the mournful knell, clasped not 
together their hånds, exclaiming, ^'Oh, my 
father, my father!" Poor Margarita! she 
held the lifeless hånd in her own, long after it 
began to stiffen into the rigid position of death. 
She could scarcely believe that he who had 
been the guide of her infancy and of her 
youth, the only parent she had ever known, 
was indeed no more. But when her sorrow 
burst fotth in all its fearful agonyj she calmed 
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herself after a time, by thinking of the cfai^f 
Shepherd of the fiock, who has promised to 
all his under-shepherds that crown of glory 
which fadeth not away. ** He is alive for eyer- 
more/' she said to me one day, after a long 
season of depression and weeping ; '^ our great 
High Priest ever liveth : he will never depart : 
but in a few short yeats will come again and 
receive us unto himself, that where he is there 
we may be also; and there shall all his scattered 
Church re-unite, to part no more." 

I was now preparing to return to England, 
and Margarita was to aecompany me. Our 
little afiairs were very soon arranged^ and the 
last evening of our residence at Yerdenthal we 
walked out once more to gaze upon the quiet 
resting-places of Annie and of Monsieur Ridot. 
The early spring flowers were closing their fair 
young budSi and the golden sunshine was de- 
parting, as we stood and read the inscription 
which marked the spot where my sister lay. 
Margarita wept gently as she sat down beside 
the rose-tree which overshadowed her grand- 
father's tomb ; but very, very bitter were my 
tears, as I gazed on the soft green turf of the 
swelling mound, where slumbered all that was 
mortal of the hix, gentle being, whom my 
uukindness had laid there. Then arQse again 
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before me the day when first Annie had im- 
plored me not to listen to the persuasions of 
those who would lead me into error. I remem- 
bered how I had scomed her gentle entreaties ; 
how I had met her affectionate remonstrances 
with unfeeling sarcasm, or cold disdain. Then 
I remembered my cruel conduct during our 
stay in Paris ; how I had avoided her society, 
and sought for a bosom-friend in Mrs. Durant, 
— she who had been among the first to desert 
me in my day of adversity; and lastly, how 
mercilessly I had spumed her from me, and 
driven her forth into the wide world, unpro- 
tected and alone. Her delicate frame and 
timid nature could never have coped with the 
harsh, imfeeling crowd ; and He who had given 
her strength in the hour of trial had not caUed 
her to struggle long through the thorny paths 
of this earthly desert. He had called her unto 
Hmself; to weep no more; to rest for ever in 
perfect and endless peace. 

At length I tumed away from that hallowed 
spot with a bursting heai't indeed, but with a 
cheering hope, that, when I too should be called 
to quit my mortal tabemacle, I might once 
more rejoin my beloved sister in that glorious 
and eternal home into which she had been 
received* I shall never behold Verdenthai 
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again. I shall stand no more beneath the shade 
of that grey sanctuary, and weep over the 
verdant grave of my sister^ but I do trust^ and 
feel assured^ that, vile and guilty as I am, I 
shall ere long, through my Saviour's merits, 
stand absolved before his throne, and, clothed 
in the robe of his own perfect righteousness, 
shall join in that sweet song which is as the 
voice of many waters, and mingle my notes of 
praise and thanksgiving with her whom on 
earth I despised and contemned, but who now 
rejoices with the saints and martyrs of olden 
time, a bright inhabitant of the holy Canaan, a 
pillar in the temple of our God, to go out no 
more. 

Thus ends the AutoUography of Maude Bo- 
lingbroke ! The conclusion of her history is 
compiled from her own papers, and from the 
diary of her beloved &iend, Margarita Ridot« 



CHAPTER XVI. 

Thouoh the heart of Maude Bolingbroke was 
really filled with the '^ peace that passeth all 
understanding/' a cloud still hung over her 
happiest hours. The remembrance of her own 
dark sin^ and of her beloved sister brought to 
an untimely grave by her cruelty and apostasy, 
continually haunted her mind, and kept open a 
wound, which, though bound up by the conso- 
lations of vital religion, was never entirely 
healed until the tabemacle of clay was finally 
dissolved, and Maude rejoined her sister in that 
blessed land where the days of mourning are 
ended, and where God himself has wiped away 
every tear from the eyes of his redeemed and 
glorified children. 

Her health at the time of her leaving Switz- 
erland, was still extremely delicate, and there- 
fore she and her friend travelled very deli- 
berately; long and frequent rests being abso- 
lutely necessary to the exhausted frame of the 
invalid. They remained for nearly a fortnight 
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at Geneva, that fair city where both Chris* 
tianity and Infidelity have erected their strong- 
holds. Then they passed into France^ and a 
few more days found them in Paris. 

Maude's first desire was to seek out Madame 
Delancourt and her family, former friends, 
ivho^ though they had certainly assisted to lead 
her into the paths of error, had yet shown her 
unaffected and continued kindness; indeed, 
while she was apparently deserted by all earthly 
friends, they had written, proffering their aid 
and sympathy. Moreover, Maude longed ex- 
ceedingly to speak to them of the pearl of 
great priee, wHch, by the grace and mercy of 
God, she now herself possessed and enjoyed; 
and therefore, so soon as she had rested from 
the fatigue of travelling, she and Margarita 
sallied forth to the abode of Madame Delan- 
court, having previously informed that lady 
by note of their intended visit. 

These old friends received Maude and her 
companion with a sincere and hearty welcome ; 
and Madame pressed them to remain at least 
for a short time in her house. She had not 
heard of Annie's death; for ever since that 
eventful evening on which Maude had first 
entered the valley of Yerdenthal, she had relin- 
quished all correspondence with her former 
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associates. Apparently, Madame Delancourt 
guessed the truth, for she remarked the deep 
mouming-dress of Miss Bolingbroke, and did 
not inquire after Miss Lindsay. In reply to 
her entreaties to remain with her, Maude an- 
sweredy that she was most anxious to return to 
England, and, after thanking her warmly for 
her kindnesSy she recounted with many tears 
her sad tale — a, narrative, indeed, of sin and 
sorrow, saving its concluding portion, namely, 
the confession that she now abhorred the doc- 
trines of Romanism, and trusted alone and 
fuUy to the crucified Saviour for pardon, peace, 
and salvation. 

Madame Delancourt was evidently astonished 
and grieved, but she did not say much at that 
time. The gay Julie had married, but Cécile, 
the eldest daughter, still remained with her 
mother, and appeared even more amiable and 
gentle than formerly. Maude looked with 
redoubled interest on her former kind compa- 
nion, and she longed to see her unite herself 
with the children of God; she would have 
given much to see the sweet Cécile convinced 
of the falsehood and darkness of her system 
of religion, and anxious for that pure and 
perfect light which cometh down from above ! 

Maude did not accept Madame Delancourt's 
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kind inyitatian ; for she had leamed so utterly 
to distrust herself, that she feared to expose 
her tremhling faith to the temptations and 
plausible representations of that Romanism 
which she well knew, and so sincerely dreaded. 
She visited Julie, and found, with pain, that 
both she and her husband were avowed sceptics. 
Julie was still a bride, and as such, enjoying 
all the splendors and festivities of the gay 
capital. Totally immersed in the pursuit of 
pleasure, it seemed impossible to arouse her 
for one instant from her infatuated dream; 
nevertheless Maude patiently sought, and at 
length found, an opportunity of pouring into 
her astonished ears) an affectionate, an eamest 
supplication, tb the effect that she would reflect 
seriously ere she made up her mind to cast off 
even the semblance of Christianity. But the 
first feeling of wonder over, poor Julie's out- 
ward ears alone listened to Maude's exhorta- 
tion. She only smiled, and evaded all ques- 
tions with insipid badinage, or with good- 
tempered sarcasm, until one day, when Maude 
having ventured to press upon her in terms of 
strong solicitude the necessity of a change of 
heart, she appeared annoyed, and told her, rather 
pointedly, that she could not possibly listen to 
the representations of a person who had already 

Q 
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twice changed her faitli, adding, *'I do not 
think the worse of you, dear Maude, on this 
account^ but at the same time, ma chére amie, 
it would be far more consistent on your part^ 
not to torment people about their freaks of 
fancy, when you have participated in them so 
very liberally yonrself. Perhaps you will be- 
come a Jewess next, or what the English call 
a Methodisty a class of people, I believe, who 
pray all day, dress like their servants, and sing 
psalms horridly out of tune ;" and with a shrug 
of the shoulders Julie tumed to a heap of new 
engravings, and began to extol and point out 
their extraordinary merits in a tone which 
plainly showed that she was quite tired of the 
former subject of conversation, and quite de- 
termined not to revert to it. 

Poor Julie! Maude and Margarita left her 
sorrowfully. They left her as they found her, 
like. a gay butterfly, sporting from flower to 
flower, totally regardless of the approaching 
winter. And poor Maude too, how keenly 
and deeply did she feel Julie's reproaches! 
She felt that her own sinful apostasy had 
brought discredit upon the sacred cause, now 
dear to her as Ufe itself. " Perhaps," thought 
Maude, as she sat that evening alone in her 
chamber, wiping away her fast-£Edling tears, 
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** perhaps if Annie had been there, she might 
have gained the attention of the thoughtless 
young bride." But, alas! Annie lay gently 
sleeping far away in that fair Alpine vale. 

Maude at length bade adieu to Madame 
Delancourt, but not before she had received 
from her a serious admonition to return to the 
bosom of the Church. In faet, the good lady 
tried, by every argument in her power, to con- 
trovert the heretical opinions of her young 
friend, concluding by saying, " Indeed, my 
dear Maude, there is no safety out of the 
Church ; they who are not sheltered within her 
blessed fold must perish everlastingly." 

" I believe it," replied Maude ; " but the 
Church wherein the sinner may repose in safety 
is not the Church of Rome, but the Church of 
Christ — ^which comprehends all who love and 
serve their Saviour in godly fear. It matters 
not what their religions denomination, what 
their nation, their language, or their rank, if 
they only look to the cross of Christ Jesus our 
Lord for remission of sins, if they are but will- 
ing to be cleansed in the fountain of his pre- 
cious, all-atoning blood; and if they give up 
their hearts to love and serve Him only, He is 
their Saviour, they are His people. In all 
their affliction, He will be afflicted; and the 

Q 3 
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Angel of His presence shall go with them 
through the sundry and manifold changes of 
this sinful worldj till at last they come to his 
eternal joy, and see His face for evermore." 

Madame Delancourt shook her head, and 
said, sadly, '^ Ah, my dear young friend ! these 
liberal notions have been the min of thousands. 
Where did you obtain such erroneous ideas? 
I know you thought very difTerently, when, 
long ago, we were so happy as to have you for 
our inmate/' 

Maude answered, " I obtained these notions, 
dear Madame, from the Bible. I had no earthly 
adviser. From the Scriptures alone I gained 
my knowledge. How can I dåre to doubt what 
I find there revealed ?" 

" But you cannot suppose that you under- 
stand the Bible aright?" replied Madame De- 
lancourt. " Many holy men of the Church 
have spent a lifetime in endeavouring to com- 
prehend its mysterious contents ; and yet have 
acknowledged that some portions of it yet remain 
sealed." 

** I grant," answered Maude, " that some 
parts of that blessed and holy Word are obscure ; 
but all that concems the way of salvation, both 
as it regards ourselves and others, all that sets 
forth our duties both towards God and towards 
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OUT fellow-creatures, is as clear as the noon-day ; 
the monarcli on the throne, and the meanest 
child in the reahn, may alike read and under- 
standy if they seek the guidance and direction 
of the Holy Spirit of God. We read in Script 
ture that when the Apostles preached to the 
Bereans, these people themselves searched the 
Scripturesy to see whether they had received 
the truth, and they are highly commended in 
Holy Writ for so doing." 

Madame Delancourt shook her head moum- 
fuUy» and then answered by saying, that she 
never looked into these things herself, and that 
she would much rather hear nothing about 
them> unless advised to do so by her spiritual 
guides, to whom with the most implicit con- 
fidence she left all matters of this nature. 

Maude and Margarita then parted with 
Madftme Delancourt« Maude feeling that in 
all human probability they would meet no more 
on this side the grave. ' Cécile had indeed 
listened to Margarita with evident interest. 
She had sighed deeply, and owned that if Pro- 
testantism were right, she must be fearfuUy and 
fatally wrong ; and she promised Margarita that 
she would pray daily for the light of the Holy 
Spirit. The last great day will show whether 
she did so pray in sincerity and truth. . 
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Once again Maude gazed on the glittering- 
waters of the British Channel, ånd ere long the 
gallant vessels in Southampton water were in 
adght. Oh! how exceedingly bitter were her 
reflections^ as she stood upon deck, and remem- 
bered the fair sunny evening^ when, together 
with Annie and Mrs. Durant^ she had watched 
the receding shores of her native England t 
Annie had bade a long and last farewell to the 
fair shores of Albion; but it mattered not to 
her^ she had reached the bright inheritance of 
the promised land: but her poor misguided 
sister stood with her ejes fixed upon the spark- 
ling waves and the sunny banks^ recaUing^ with 
the bitterest emotion, the hour when at the 
same time of eyening she had last gazed on 
that fair scene, until she looked up almost 
expecting to behold Mrs. Bumett* among the 
mass of people who were crowding down to the 
water's edge. But, no J every face was Strange^ 
and, had it not been that Margarita pressed 
fondly the arm which trembled within her own^ 
Maude would have felt quite alone in her own 
beloved country. 

They landed, and Margarita was fully oc-> 
cupied in looking around her, on objects so 

* A lady who had resided with Aonie and Maude at 
Winchester« 
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different to all that she had seen in her native 
Switzerland. But the travellers were soon glad 
to seek repose, and thankfully did Maude see 
her companion sink into a quiet slumber, for 
«he longed to give free vent to her feelings 
in tears. A sense of overwhelming depression 
had stolen upon her as soon as she set foot 
upon the British shores ; and now, as she ap- 
proached the scenes where she had first imbibed 
those fatal tenets, her adoption of which, hu- 
manly speaking, had laid her sister in the grave, 
and had threatened to destroy her own life also, 
she felt such unutterable anguish, that had it 
not been for the blessed eomforts of religion, 
she must, as she afterwards told Margarita, 
have sunk under the intolerable load of her 
despair. But, thanks be to God, she had a 
rock whereunto to flee ; a strong . tower of 
defence in her day of trouble. By degrees she 
became ealmer; and her tears flowed more 
gently while she remembered all the mercies of 
Him who had cailed her out of darkness into 
his marvellous light. She thanked her heavenly 
Father who had protected her from the snare 
laid for her feet. From her God and Father, 
as she well knew, had flowed all the great and 
wonderful blessings which she had received ; 
the judgments which she had suffered had been 
of her own seeking. 



CHAPTER XVII. 

Once again Maude traversed the road to Win- 
chester; and every familiar object brought 
back to her mind the time when with her gentle 
sister she had last looked upon it. 

On the first Sabbath morning after their 
arrival at Winchester^ Margarita was indisposed. 
Maude set forth alone on her waj to church. 
It was summer-timei and a glorious sunny 
morning) and all nature was wearing that soft, 
calm aspect which seems pecuUar to the day of 
rest By the meadow-path Maude pursued 
her way, and St. Katherine's hill rose up before 
her^ its sterile, chalky sides and fir-crowned 
summit quietly reposing beneath the clear, 
warm sunshine; and as she approached the 
river Itchin, the gushing sound of waters, 
sparkling among the pebbles and long reeds 
and rushesi fell upon her ear, while the sweet 
chiming of the Sabbath-bells was softly borne 
upon the balmy breeze. How Maude rejoiced 
to think that those pleasant silvery sounds 
were summoning multitudes to houses of prayer. 
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wherein the pure word of truth would be dis- 
pensed ; and though many painful feelings were 
crowding upon her mind^ still the predominatU 
feelings were those of gratitude and praise. 

Maude had scarcely determined towards which 
of the churches in the city she should bend her 
steps ; and while she was deciding^ her eye fell 
upon the majestic pile of the cathedral, rising 
up against the clear blue sky. She remem- 
bered the beautiful service which she had once 
heard within its walls^ and when tibe splendid 
music and its imposing effect had exclusively 
oceupied her mind. Now, she longed to hear 
the cathedral service from a very different 
niotive^ and in a few minutes she stood within 
the door of that oft-remembered sanctuary. 

In that very place had Annie first observed 
her leaning towards Romanism; and now she 
stood on that selfsame spot where with, her 
sister she had remained on that evening when 
they first entered the cathedral. The beautiful 
sanctuary was fair as ever; its long line of 
pillars and its graceful arches still exhibited 
the same unbroken length and splendid per-- 
spective; and the recumbent marble effigies, 
yet sleeping on amid the chant and the rich 
music of the choral hymn, seemed to Maude 
like old familiar forms, taking their rest 
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Nought was changed save the pale, drooping 
figure clad in robes of deepest sable^ and 
standing alone^ gsLzing on the surrounding ob- 
jects, like one awaking from a long dream. 
And oh, how greatly was Maude changed! 
MarvellouSy indeed, was the alteration which 
had been wrought in the heart of the once 
proud and bigoted Maude Bolingbroke! As 
she mused upon this wondrous transformation^ 
tears chased each other rapidly down her pallid 
cheeks ; not tears of sorrow ; no ! but tears of 
deep and fervent gratitude; tears cailed forth 
by the thought that she, the apostate, the 
arrogant and scomful Romanist, had indeed 
been taught of God, and brought in true faith 
and penitence of heart into her Saviour's fold ! 
The service commenced: and very different 
was the spirit in which Maude now listened to 
the glorious anthem and the full burst of choral 
harmony. There might, perhaps, be those 
beneath that hallowed roof who were attracted 
thither by the glorious music alone ; but that 
mattered not to her. She thought of the song 
which mortal ear hath not heard ; of the count- 
less multitudes around the throne, who, re* 
deemed by the blood of the Lamb, out of 
every nation, and kindred, and people, and 
tongue, were joining with angels and archangels 
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aiid all the glorious company of heaven, in 
blessing, and praising, and glorifying the name 
of the Lord most high. Among the bright 
ransomed throng there were the two glorified 
worshippers who had stood in that selfsame 
place with her, in the twilight of that winter 
evening, listening with delight to the sweet 
sounds of earthly prajer and praise. Both 
were there, the sister and the friend ; for Mrs. 
Bumett, too, had departed this mortal life a 
few weeks before Maude's return to England ; 
and she herself, and that perhaps within a verj 
short time, would, as she humbly hoped, through 
the blood and merits of her blessed Redeemer, 
stand with them around that glorious throne, 
and there leam that unearthly song which none 
but the blessed in heaven can sing. As the 
service proceeded, Maude felt more and more 
the beauty, the lofty simplicity, and the pure 
scriptural truth of the Liturgy of our Church. 
Some treacherous foes of that beloved Church 
have acted like Belshazzar of old, when he 
used the consecrated vessels of the temple for 
the licentious pleasures of his table : they have 
perverted her beautiful services to an evil use, 
and have mixed them up vrith the vile dross of 
human imaginations and vain-glorious observ- 
ances; but it matters not : as gold is ever gold ; 
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as the pearl hidden among the slime of the 
ocean is yet a precious jewelj so the beautiful 
Liturgy which our forefathers framed, and the 
soul-stirring hannonies of our choral services^ 
are still as scriptural and as dear to us as ever, 
although open enemies or false friends have 
chosen to mingle with their lofty truths and 
majestic simplicity^ the heart-sickening, soul- 
degrading ceremonies of an idolatrous priest- 
craft. 

When the service was concluded^ Maude cast 
a glance upon the white covered communion- 
table. Never had she yet^ in simple faith, 
approached the table of the Lord. Before her 
apostasy to Romanism^ she had indeed taken 
the sacramenty as a matter of course, but merely 
as a form, a kind of duty which was associated 
with going to church and reading a chapter in 
the Bible every day; and while she openly 
professed an erring faith^ she had bowed before 
the so-called transubstantiated wafer ; but now 
she really longed to draw nigh with faith, and 
take that blessed sacrament to her comfort. 
She paused for a moment: could she dåre 
to go with her fellow-worshippers, to kneel 
with them, and with them partake of the 
dying memorials of her Saviour's love ? She 
could ! That Divine declaration, '^ He is the 
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propitiatioii for our sins/' came upon her sin- 
laden, weary soul, and in trembling faith she 
kept her seat, instead of leaving the cathedra!, 
which she had almost determined to do. That 
solemn and touching sacramental service, how 
blessed did Maude find its soothing words! 
Fear and sorrow fled aWaj, and she felt, that, 
weary and heavy-laden, she had come to him, 
and he had given her rest, even such rest as 
was a delightful foretaste of the rest which 
remaineth for the people of God. 

The sacramental service concluded, Maude left 
the house of prayer, feeling in her inmost soul 
the truth of the Psahnist's declaration, " A day 
in thy courts is better than a thousand.*' She 
retumed homeward, and her mind was peaceful 
as the calm, soft summer landscape on which 
she gazed. The clear waters of the Itchin as 
they glided tranquilly onward, reminded her of 
that passage in Isaiah, '^ Oh, that thou hadst 
hearkened to my commandments ! then had thy 
peace been as a river, and thy righteousness as 
the waves of the sea." She had not hearkened 
to the commandments of God, and she had 
found that the ** way of transgressors is hard ; " 
but now that she did indeed desire to devote 
herself to his service, would he not bless her ? 
Surely he would; as the calm river, so should 
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her peace flow forth ; '* for in the Lord Jehovah 
18 eyerlastmg strength^ and blessed is the man 
who tmsteth in Him.** 

The remainder of the daj was spent at home, 
imd when the shades of evening began to doae 
around them, Maude and Margarita sat toge- 
ther on the sofa, speaking, not sadly, of the 
past ; taking sweet cotmsel for the future ; and 
conversing, too, on the sweetness of earthly 
Sabbaths, marred as they ever are by sin ; and 
on the near approach of that glorious time 
when the etemal Sabbath of our Grod shall 
dawn« They gazed upon the dark grey towers 
of St« Cross, and no longer did Maude grieve, 
that neither monk nor nun flitted through the 
darkening wood-paths; no longer did she desire 
to hear the vesper-bell pealing along the lonely 
hills, and down the murmuring stream ; rather 
was her soul filled with joyfulness, to think 
that the glorious and eyerlasting Gospel was 
proclaimed there, instead of the system of de- 
grading superstition which once enslaved that 
fair spot. They watched the glorious sun as 
he sank to his rest, and left the fleecy clouds 
glowing like rubies ; and soon the evening star 
shone brightly on the clear, calm sky, and the 
young summer-moon gleamed forth, as she sped 
on her short joumey through the twilight. 
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Maude's tears were falling, but Margarita vdped 
them away, saying : — 

^'Come, dear Maude, this is no time for 
weeping. She who once loved to look on this 
lovely scene dwells in a land far brighter and 
fairer than mortal imagination can picture: 
* Eye hath not seen, nor ear heard^ neither hath 
it entered into the beart of man, the things 
wbich God hath prepared for them that love 
him.' Our beloved Annie has long since seen 
and felt those indescribable glories of which the 
apostle speaks ; and shall we wish her back 
again to this sin-stained world, where even that 
which is loveliest is defiled by mortal guilt ? 
Oh, no ! Yet a little longer, and we shall be 
there ; she will not return to us, we shall go to 
her." 

" I know it, dear Margarita," replied Maude; 
"I know it full well; but you cannot exactly 
enter into my feelings. The last time I saw 
my sweet Annie, I was cruel, oh ! how cruel to 
her; and the remembrance of that parting scene 
is torture to me. If I had but answered her 
last touching letter, that would have been some 
consolation; but surely I was insane, utteriy 
blinded, to aet so base, so cruel a part." 

Margarita did not reply: she pressed the 
band of her friend; but she scarcely knew what 
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kind of comfort to offer; so she proposed ring- 
ing for lights, in order that thej might read 
and pray together before retiiing to rest. 
Maude and her friend had arranged to leave 
Winchester by the middle of the week, and 
Margarita felt anxious that their departure 
should not be deferred; for she felt certain 
that the remembrance of the past must inevi- 
tably blend with present scenes, and bring with 
it too much agitation and excitement for the 
delicate frame of Maude« 

One day, however, Maude left home without 
explaining her purpose to Margarita, and paid 
a solitary visit to St. KAtherine's Hill. No 
change had passed over it since the clear, cold 
Winter evening when Mrs. Durant had first 
introduced herself to her notice, save that the 
herbage was greener, and the woods of St. Cross 
which lay at the foot of the hill were no longer 
leafless, but rich in their luxuriant foliage. 
" Here," said Maude to herself, as she sat down 
beneath the fir-trees, " here I experienced my 
first leanings towards Popery; here I took the 
first decided step in my downward course, and 
on this same spot I am enabled by the grace of 
God to look upward, and to thank my heavenly 
Father, who has indeed drawn me out of the 
toils of cruel and insatiable hunters, even hun- 
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ters for human souls. It is true that earthly 
happiness can visit my heart no more; yet it 
matters not: 'it is well.' There is a peace 
which the world giveth not, and which the 
world can never take away. Jesus said to his 
baloved disciples, on the eve of their painful 
separation, * Peace I leave with you, my peace 
I give unto you ; not as the world giveth, give 
I unto you. Let not yoiir heart be troubled, 
neither let it be afraid.' " And Maude, feeling 
indeed that that same heavenly peace had been 
vouchsafed to her weary spirit, even that sweet 
peace which passeth all understanding, was 
enabled, among the sundry and manifold changes 
of the world, and amid much bitter sorrow, to 
look forward to the time when the house of her 
earthly tabernacle being dissolved, she and her 
beloved Annie should once more be united 
without fear of separation* 

She lingered long before she began to descend 
the hill, and before she was half way down she 
met Margarita, who had come to look for her, 
and tenderly reproached her for venturing with- 
out her assistance on so toilsome a walk. It 
was well that Margarita came, for the fatigue 
of the steep ascent had so entirely exhausted 
poor Maude, that she felt she never could have 
reached her home alone. For some cause or 

R 
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other her health had certainly dedined since 
her arrival at Winchester. It might be that 
the different piaces around Winchester had 
recalled the past too vividly for her enfeebled 
frame, for the day after her visit to St. SLatha^ 
rine's Hill she became so seriously indisposed, 
that Margarita was alarmed, and insisted upon 
Consulting a physician, who immediately pre- 
scribed total change of air and scene. The 
north was recommended, as being more bracing 
than the mild, sunny atmosphere of the south, 
which Maude had now so long breathed. 

The north ! — Alas ! how much crowded into 
her thoughts when she heard her residence there 
so strongly proposed. The north of England 
was the country of her birth. There was the 
home of her childhood and of her youth; there 
slept both her parents; and there lay, in all 
its stately magnificence, the beautiful park of 
Bolingbroke, with its green dells and woody 
vales. From childhood she had regardedher^ 
self, and had been regarded, as the heiress of 
those fair, broad lands ; and she and Annie had 
danced, in the gladness of their hearts, around 
their gentle mother, in the jessamine bowers 
and along the wide terraces of the well-kept 
gardens of Bolingbroke Hall. Not long since, 
she had deemed the whole her own; now, aa- 
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other, and a stranger, daimed it, and cailed it 
his; and Maude, in her tum, was the poor de- 
pendant; yet this was a light thing compared 
with the treasure she had lost in the days of 
her blind bigotry and ignorance — even with that 
inestimable sister whom she had cast from her 
in her cruel zeal^ and who now lay in peace 
beneath the clear radiance of an Alpine s^. 

Maude did not call at the convent; she and 
Margarita looked at its dark, gloomy walls, cold 
and dismal as eyer; and their hearts wept for 
the poor deluded victims within, living, as they 
were, in darkness and cold, heartless formality* 
Maude gazed on the high walls which bounded 
the l^rge gardens of the convent; and she 
thought of Sophia Milwood, and longed to see 
her loyelyfiace again; but, in all probability, 
her shining ringlets had long since been severed 
from her beautiful head, and the corpse-like 
habiliments of the monastic fashion had taken 
the place of her former simple yet elegant 
attire. ''Poor Sophia!" thought Maude, as 
she remembered her conversation in that very 
garden, ''poor Sophia! she was a merry, inno- 
cent girl then; what is she now? Alas! she is 
doubtless, like the rest of the sisterhood, no 
longer bright and happy; no longer free in 
mind, purpose, or action ; " and as Maude spoke 

R 2 



244 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY OF 

of her to Margarita, they both looked eamestly 
at the windows of the gloomy mansiony half 
expecting to see her sweet £Eice beaming upon 
them, for they forgot at the moment that it is 
one of the absurd rules of monastic institutions, 
never to look out of a unndow, 

On the aftemoon of the day before their de- 
parture, they visited the cathedral for the last 
time. It was a lovely summer's day, and the 
glorious music was filling the recesses of the 
carved and fretted roof of the stately edifice ; but 
a yet sweeter song came from Maude's swelling 
heart, as she involuntarily exclaimed to Marga- 
rita, " * Return unto thy rest, O my soul, for 
the Lord hath dealt bountifully with thee. For 
thou hast delivered my soul from death, mine 
eyes from tears, and my feet from falling.' " 
Again and again she tumed to take a last view 
of the long, lofty aisles, and the exquisite 
eastem altar-screen; for, scarcely knowing why, 
a kind of childish foodness for the cathedral 
had gradually taken possession of her mind; 
perhaps it was caused by her keen perception 
of the beautifril — ^and truly that fair temple is 
beautiful beyond description; perhaps it was 
that there she had stood with Annie before she 
had so grieved her gentle spirit, or it might be 
that within those sacred walls she had first 
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joined herself to the visible Church of God. 
However it might be, a feeling of deep sorrow 
pervaded every sense as she took a lingering 
farewell; and as the door of the sacred edifice 
was closed, she said to her companion, '' I shall 
see this gloriens cathedral no more ; but I trust 
ere long to dwell in that land of which it is 
said, ' There is no temple therein; for the Lord 
God Almighty and the Lamb are the temple 
ofit/" 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

Maxjd£ and her companion travelled oyer 
several counties before they could decide upon 
their place of residence. At length they fixed 
upon a lovely village called Thomcliff, situated 
on the banks of the Sevem, in Worcestershire. 
A neat little cottage, offering every comfort 
and many luxuries^ was to be let ; and Marga- 
rita lost no time in securing it, as it appeared a 
suitable abode for her invalid friend. A few 
hours sufficed to settle their plans, and to do- 
mesticate them in the " Willow Cottage," for 
so the dwelling was called^ from the number of 
willow-trees which grew in the adjoining garden 
and meadow; and this cottage they took for 
th& next three months; Margarita having 
superintended the disposal of their luggage, 
and some trijBiing alterations in the arrangement 
of the fumiture in their pleasant habitation« 

It was Saturday evening before the fatigues 
of the joumey were entirely overcome ; but on 
that evening, inunediately after tea, Margarita 
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laid aside her netting, and begged Maude to 
take at least a short walk before sunset« Maude 
wilUngly compKed, and in a few minutes the two 
friends were traversing the • principal street of 
the village. Various Saturday occupations 
were still going forward; the walks of the little 
gardens before the different cottages were being 
Bwepty and a few idle matrons were horriedly 
cleansing their abodes — idle ! certainly ; becaiise 
all works of domestic purification ought to be 
ejSected before the evening of the last day of 
the week. At last the friends tumed down a 
short låne, which led them directly to the 
church; an ancient moss-grown structurey 
standing in the midst of a well-kept and pictu- 
resque-looking burying-ground. Mande and 
Margarita found that the church-yard gate was 
open, and as the evening was warm they were 
glad to sit down and rest upon the roots of a 
noble beech-tree, which spread the shade of its 
luxuriant foliage far over the grassy graves 
beneath. It was a brilliant evening, and the 
shining river looked clear as crystal in the calm 
8oft sunlight. The thick woods which fringed 
its course were in full leaf, and displayed every 
lovely tint of emerald, from the dark green of 
the elm to the bright verdant hue of the cassia ; 
and far beyond the river and the woods lay a 
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beautifiil tract of countiy conaLBting of diveisi-> 
fied hillanddale, stretchiiigaway in the distance, 
nntil the last hill seemed actnaUy bounded hj 
the serene evening-sly. 

Oppoøite to the church stood a prettyiectoij, 
its white waUs ahnoet mantled by ivy, dematisy 
and other creeping piants. Mande stood for 
some minutes admiring the exquisite beanty of 
the scene ; for thongh she had gazed on many 
a lovely landscape, many a glorions view of 
nature, during her Continental tour, she still felt 
the soft, fresh, and soul-touching beauty of her 
own fair England. But tears soon dimmed her 
eyes as her thoughts reverted to a mountain 
church-yard, far away> She gazed upon the 
gentle flowers whose petals were now closing 
over the velvet turf of these lowly graves ; and 
she remembered that the auricula and the deep 
blue gentianella were even then blooming over 
the quiet resting-place of her beloved Annie. 
Margarita perceived her sadness, and she well 
kne w the cause of those sudden tears ; for, alas ! 
they were no less frequent than sudden ; and 
she took the arm of her sorrowing &iend, and 
led her from the church-yard. 

Not far from the rectory stood a pretty rustic 
dwelling, surrounded by a well-cultivated gar- 
den. The latter object particularly attracted 
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the attention of Margarita^ for it presented a 
splendid coUection of flowers, fruits« and vege- 
tables. She recollected that they stood in need 
of a further supply of the two last-mentioned 
articles; and while they stood debating whether 
persons so apparently respectable as the in- 
habitants of this cottage must be deemed might 
not be offended by an offer to buy their com- 
modities, they saw a very pleasant-looking 
woman issue from the rectory, and approach 
the garden-gate. Mande and Margarita still 
stood^ doubting whether or not they should 
proceed. Summoning all their courage, they 
signified their wishes ; and in answer to Mar- 
garita's inquiries, they were told that fruit and 
vegetables were not generaJly sold, but that 
they might be so accommodated, as they ap-> 
peared to be strangers, and could not possibly 
know where things of this nature were to be 
procured. The complaisant mistxess of the 
domain then offered seats in the wide porch of 
hier neat abode; and while her husband and 
eldest daughter gathered peas, strawberries^ 
and a choice bouquet, she brought her knitting, 
and sat down, chatting with her visitors most 
volubly. 

The church being the most prominent object 
in the visible landscape, naturally became the 
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first Bubject of conversation. Maude and Mar- 
garita were both desirous to know who was the 
pastor^ and what doctrines he preached. The 
tnistress of the pretty dwelling seemed quite 
able and willing to give eveij information on 
this subjecty and in answer to Maude's ques- 
tions she replied :--— 

" Out own rector, Ma'am, is a Mr. Mordaunt, 
and a vety nice sort of man he is ; but he has 
changed duties with a Mr. Manningford, whose 
own church is by the sea-side, somewhere down 
in Devonshire, they say ; and we like this Mr« 
Manningford very much« He has been here 
only three weeks, but he is to stay two months 
longer, and then Mr. Mordaunt will come back 
again, and Mr« Manningford will return to his 
own people ; they must miss him very much, I 
am sure. I suppose you wiU hear him, ladies, 
to-morrowy for you do not look like the meet* 
ing-people ; and I am quite certain you will be 
pleased ; and then he has such a pretty young 
wife, and such a beautiful baby; and she (I 
mean Mrs. Manningford) goes about every day 
to the schools, and comes into the cottages, and 
talks to us poor people just as if we were 
gentlefolks, like herself." 

Much more did the good woman say, and 
much more would she have added, had not her 
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auditors obliged her to conclude by taking 
their departure, Maude feeling extremely 
anxious to hear Mr. Manningford preach on 
the foUowing morning. 

The Sundaj morning arose, bright and cloud- 
leas, and when Margarita threw open the case- 
ment, the scent of flowers and the sweet notes 
of the summer birds were borne upon the soft, 
gentle breeze. An air of cahn repose seemed 
shed over the rich f oliage of the thick woods, 
the green sunny meadows, and the broad gkssy 
surface of the Sevem. Margarita was reminded 
of the plaeid beauty of her beloved Alpine 
home. She remembered how tranquilly fair 
tiie lake, the forests, and the mighty mountains 
had appeared, in the quiet, holy hours of sum- 
mer Sabbaths« That cherished home was no 
longer hers: strangers dwelt there; another 
pastor ministered in the grey sanctuary ; other 
hånds tended and gathered the flowers which 
once were her pride and delight; the solemn 
simset hour threw its deep shade over the quiet 
church-yard, where slept the mortal remains of 
the gentle Annie and the venerable pastor, and 
other feet trod that green turf,,and other hearts 
sighed over the departed ones who slept so 
peacefully beneath. Something like sadness 
rested on Margarita's usually cheerful coimte- 
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nance, while these reminiscences of the past 
stole over her mind, but the cloud was soon 
dispelled. 

" Our rest is not here," she thought; " earthly 
hornes, however cherished and beloved, pass 
away; but the Christian should not bitterlj 
mourn over the decay of his brightest hopes, 
since he has laid up for him an inheritance that 
can never fade," 

The sound of the church clock roused Mar- 
garita from her somewhat melancholy reverie, 
and she hastened to prepare breaJkfast. Maude 
was quite well enough to accompany her friend, 
and at the appointed time they were traversing 
the flower-wreathed shady lånes which led to 
the church« 

It was yet early when they reached the 
sacred edifice, and comparatively few persons 
were assembled, and the Sunday-school children 
were being arranged in the seats appointed for 
them. Maude and Margarita, as strangers, 
were placed in one of the best pews, and exactly 
facing that appropriated to the minister and his 
family. After some time, when the bustle of 
placing the schools was over, a lady entered the 
clergyman's pew ; and Maude, inasmuch as she 
doubted not that this was the Mrs. Manning* 
ford of whom she had heard so much the pre- 
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ceding evening, regarded her with some degree 
of interest. The lady in question was most 
simply dressed, nevertheless her appearance 
was entirely that of a gentlewoman. She wore 
sliglit mouming, and her close straw honnet 
was very neatly trimmed with white rihhon. 
Her face was not visible nntil the service com- 
menced, for she did not raise her head till her 
husband took his place in the reading-desk ; 
and then^ when she rose, and her countenance 
fully appeared^ Maude perfectly started with 
astonishmenty and tumed her bewildered gaze 
on Margarita, who was extremely puzzled to 
accoimt for the expression of surprise which 
was so visibly depicted on her &iend's features. 
Again Maude looked: that beautifuUy fair 
complexion; that delicate rose-tint; those deep, 
eamest, blue eyes, and those fair brown ringlets, 
where had she seen them before ? The pastor's 
wife was inexpressibly lovely, and Maude felt 
that her form and features were perfectly fami- 
liar to her. The service proceeded ; the Venite 
commenced, and yet Maude, who really felt the 
importance, and valued the privilege of the 
sacred duty in which she was engaged, could 
not confine her thoughts and her attention; 
rove they would, to all the varied scenes of her 
long tour, for somewhere, she was assured, she 
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had seen and known her fair fellow-worahipper. 
At length the truth flaslied across her mind, 
the lady was like Sophia Milwood, with this 
difference, that Sophia had looked younger and 
more thoughtless; but the faultless features, 
the violet-coloured eyes, the palely-<golden 
tresses, were precisely similar. Could it pos« 
sibly be her sister? for Sophia had mentioned 
a sister who had resided all her life in Ireland. 
But then how could a Milwood be a Protestant, 
and moreover the wife of a Protestant clergy- 
man? 

Instantly the gloomy walls of the Winchester 
convent arose to Maude's imagination in frown* 
ing array. Once more she seemed to -walk 
with her lovely friend« on the velvet greensward 
of the fair garden, and once again the gentle 
form of Annie was before her, all bright and 
smiling, as in her early days of peace and hap- 
piness: and remembrances, too, of Mrs. Bur- 
nett and Mrs. Durant came crowding up in 
her mind so rapidly, that it was long ere she 
remembered how far she had wandered in heart 
from the words which her lips had mechanically 
uttered, and it was only by a very strong effort 
that she could succeed in relinquishing this 
train of thought, and in tuming her attention 
exclusively to the service of the day. Never 
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before had Maude felt so forcibly the beauty 
of that sweet prayer at the close of our trulj 
scriptural liturgy : — " We humbly beseech thee» 
O Father! mercifully to look upon our infirmi- 
ties," &c.; for never before had she felt her 
infirmities more keenly than on that morning, 
when, kneeling in the house of prayer, she 
endeavoured to give her heart to praise and 
supplication, but found that, in spite of herself, 
that foolish wandenng heart would l^e dwelling 
on other objects and other thoughts. During 
the service, Maude was rather startled to per* 
ceive that, from time to time, Mrs. Manningford 
looked at her with a glance which betokened 
more than common curiosity, evidently with 
deep interest. It was apparent that Maude'a 
countenance awakened in her mind some deep« 
seated recollection, though, like her, she could 
not exactly recal the circumstances which ren- 
dered the features of the stranger so familiar. 
It would indeed have been no marvel had 
Maude not been recognised by her own sister. 
A few months of suffering had wrought an in- 
describable change. Those who had seen the 
tall, stately form, the majestic mien, the brilliant 
complexion, and the thick råven tresses of the 
haughty Maude Bolingbroke, would scarcely 
have recognised her in the slender figure, the 
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pale, colourless cheek and lip of the being who 
now sat in Thomcliff Churchy attired in the 
deepest mouming; her once jetty ringlets 
being simply parted firom off her pale forehead; 
thinnedy and prematurely mingled with silver. 
During the aftemoon Maude explained the 
cause of her disquietude to Margarita, but to 
the latter Sophia Milwood was of course un- 
known. 

The hour for evening service arrived, and 
Mrs. Manningford was again in her pew, and 
Maude felt perfectly convinced that she must 
be the sister, or at least a very near relative of 
Sophia Milwood. Of course her curiosity wa*^ 
strongly excited, but no one in the village 
knew anything more of Mrs. Manningford, 
than that she was a very beautif ul, kind-hearted, 
and pious lady. 

It was on the following Wednesday that 
Maude set out for a solitary walk, leaving 
Margarita at home busily occupied in writing 
letters to Madame de Marlier. Maude was 
retuming to the cottage, and had just reached 
the rectory, when a nursemaid came from the 
house, carrying in her arms a lovely infant, 
about a year old. The little one had bright 
blue eyes and flaxen hair, and she was crowing 
with delight at the gambols of a frisky lap-dog, 
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which ran before her. Maude stopped the 
maid, to inquire whose child this lovelj little 
one might be ; and, as might be expected^ the 
girl replied that it was Mrs. Manuingford's 
little daughter. Now, though Maude had a 
Tery strong objection to the very general prac- 
tice of praising the beauty of little children, 
whether they really called forth admiration or 
not, she could not avoidsaying, " What alovely 
child ! " 

The young nursemaid seemed pleased by the 
notice taken of her charge, and she hastened to 
convey the information that Miss Sophia (for 
so she called the fair babe,) was as good as she 
was lovely, and could already say many words, 
and almost stand alone. 

How Strange, thonght Maude, that Mrs. 
Manningford should call her child Sophia ; and 
she repeated the name aloud, almost unconscious 
of an auditor. 

^'Yes, Ma'am, Sophia she was christened," 
remarked the girl; "it is my mistress's own 
name." 

Maude would have given much to ask what 
had been the maiden name of that mistress, 
but she felt unwilling to do anything which 
might appear like impertinent and imwarranted 
curiosity. Surely there must be some link 

s 
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between Mrs. Manningford and my Winchester 
friende thought Maude ; and then she asked i£ 
this little one were an only child. 

*<Yes, Ma'am," replied the nurse, "and I 
hare nursed her ever since she was bom ; she 
will be twelve months old nezt week." 

Strongly as prudence and proprieQr fbrbad 
diat Maude should obtain further information 
from a servant, she could not help asking, " If 
Mrs. Manningford had ever lived at Win- 
chester ? " 

The girl did not know, but she had heard her 
mistress speak of Winchester : so Maude bade 
her farewell, more excited and dissatisfied than 
ever ; and when, a few minutes afterwards, she 
encountered Mrs. Manningford herself, both 
ladies gazed at^wch other very eamestly. 

Several days fassed on» and again Maude 
stroUed out alone. It waø a bright evening, 
and the day had been extremely warm, and 
after a little deliberation Maude bent her steps 
towards the banks of the river. The glassy 
waves were as placid as the serene sky above, 
and nb sound broke the stillness of the evening 
hour save^the ripple of the water and the 
sweet song of the hirds. Maude sat down on a 
fallen tree, and fell into a long fit of musing. 
She was tired, too, by her walk; and dunng 
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die day her spirits had been more than ordi«- 
narily depressed. Settled once more in her 
native coimtry, Annie seemed to be doubly 
missede and a sense of earthly desolation, 
whicfa all Margarita's kind gentleness could not 
dispel, oppreased her with a feeling of inde-^ 
scribable gloom. 

After a time a lady might be 9een slowly 
advandng along the banks of the river, and as 
she drew nearer Mande saw that it was no 
other than Mrs. Manniogford« Her heart beat 
as the lady stopped, eridently intending to 
accost her. 

^^ I ought to apologize for intrusion»'* she 
began, in a very sweet voiee; **but may I 
ventare to ask whether you are not a stranger 
in the village i Pray excuse this very nnceren 
mcmious introduction : as the wife of the cler-^ 
gyman for the time being, I feel called npon to 
' be on speaking terms with every one in the 
place.*' 

There was no mistaking Jiiat .voi9e> that 
clear, musical, weII-«known voice. Maude gatfed 
in a State ol uttor bewilderment« It tvas Sophia 
Milwood, she whom Maude had pictured as 
deq>oiled of her sunny brown ringletSj^ and 
long since the vowed inmate of a cloister« 

For some moments both ladies were too much 

s2 • 
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agitated to speak ; at length Maude burst into 
tears, and Sophia was scarcely able to restrain 
her agitation. The two fnends seated them- 
selves on a mossy bank, and it was long ere 
Maude was sufficiently calm to hint her as- 
tonishment at finding Sophia the wife. of a 
Protestant clergyman. 

^'It is too long a tale for this evening, dear 
Maude," replied Sophia, in answer to her ob- 
servation; ^^you must comé to us. Oh^ how 
delighted my husband will be that I have 
really found the Maude Bolingbroke of whom 
I have often talked to him. But. I am not 
surprised that I failed, at first, to recognise 
you, Maude ; for you are so much, so very 
much altered. And that lady who was with you 
on Sunday — I am sure that is not Miss Lind- 
say. Where is your aister, your sweet sister 
Annie?" 

Maude could not answer ; a thriU of agony 
shook her trembling firame, and she became 
deadly pale. 

Sophia glanced at her mouming-dress, and 
the truth flashed across her mind. Tears came 
into her clear blue eyes, for she had long 
thought of Annie with affection, and she felt 
deeply for the bereaved sister who now sat 
beside her, tearless indeed, but with that ex- 
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pression of mental suffering which incapacitates 
the mind from dwelling on any object but that 
from which it is suffering torture. Sophia saw 
thisy and most fully she sympathized with her 
unhappj friend. She felt sure that Maude 
was no longer a Papist, but little did she know 
the burden of grief and self-accusation which 
weighed down the bursting heart of that sor- 
rowing mourner. 



CHAPTER XIX. 

Befors the shades of evening feU, Sophia had 
led her long-lost friend to the rectory; had 
introduced her to her husband; andy finally, 
had heard from Maude the particulars of her 
sad history from the time of her departure 
from Winchester, 

" Sweet Annie ! " said Sophia, when Maude 
had ceased to speak^ " it were wrong to grieve 
for her. Even in my own dark hours of error, 
when I knew your gentle sister as an enemy to 
the false religion which I then professed, I was 
won to admire such Protestantism as hers ; and 
never from that time have I witnessed such 
meekness combined with such holy boldness ; 
such a freedom from eveiy thing worldly or 
selfish; and, above all, such calm, heavenly 
peace as evidently marked her character ; and 
now that she is gone, dear Maude, we know 
that she is safe with that Saviour whom she 
loved so much. It is very clear that times of 
tribulation for the Church of Christ are at 
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hånd; a wldrlwind of sorrows seems to be 
gradually but surely rising ; and the time may 
come, when you and I^ Maude, may ihink of 
that quiet resting-place in the fair valley of 
Verdenthal^ where our beloved Annie sleeps in 
peace, and may rejoice that she is there, aafe 
from all the storms at whose fury wø tremble, 
and may thank God^ who hath taJken her away 
firom the evil to come.*' 

It was a sweet ccmsolation to Mande to hear 
Sophia speak thus of her departed sister ; and 
while they spoke of bygone days, and Mr. 
Mantiingford joined in the conversation^ time 
flew so rapidly that the ehurch-clock struck 
ten before Maude remembered Margarita, and 
the alarm she must necessarily feel at her pro* 
tracted absence« She rose to go, and Mr« 
Manningford aecompanied her to the cottage, 
where they found Margarita in a state of ej^* 
treme anxiety. Mr. Manningford himself ez* 
plauied to Mademoiselle Bidot the eause of 
her fnend's unexpected detention } and after 
^ngaging them both to spend the next day at 
the reotory, he took his departure, leaving 
Maude to detail to Margarita the adrentures of 
the øvening. Eatly the next morning Mrs. 
Maoaaingford received her welcome visiters, and 
aftar a short walk through the garden, Maude 
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recurred to the subject which had occupied her 
mkid throughout the preceding night. 

'^Does not this remind you of our garden 
stroU at Winchester ? '* she said, 

" It does, indeed, dear Maude. Ah ! at our 
last parting, in that pleasant arbour of clematis, 
how little did we think of the circumstanees 
of our meeting again: then, we were both 
bigoted Romanists ; at least, in heart you were 
so ; and I was so by profession, as well as by 
conviction. Now^ I trust, we are Protestants, 
not only in name^ but Protestants fuUy eon- 
vineed of the erro^ of the doctrines which we 
have abjured; and, as I humbly hope, joined 
unto the Church of Christ in an everlasting 
union. But, Maude, you have recounted. your 
own tale; do you not feel ourious to know 
what could have led me to renounce the system 
in which I was so carefully educated, the 
system in which I so firmly and uncompro- 
misingly believed, and which I loved so well 
that I would gladly have laid down my life for 
the honour and glory of Romanism ? " 

*^ Indeed, Sophia," retumed Maude, ** I have 
thought of little else since we parted. My 
own escape was indeed wonderful; and I owe 
it to His almighty power and infinite mercy 
who wiUeth not the death of a sinner, that I 
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am not now the deluded inmate of a convent- 
cell; but I do long to hear, mj dear Sophia, 
what could have led you to tum away from all 
which you had previously considered, so far as 
religion is concemed, as the onlj truth and 
reality in existence." 

Sophia proposed a return to the house ere she 
commenced her narrative, and when she, and 
Maude, and Margarita, were seated with their 
needlework, by the open drawing-room window, 
she began to recount all that had happened to 
herself since she had parted with Maude at 
Winchester. 

"You well know, dearest Maude," said 
Sophia, " the state of my mind when you and 
I were friends at the convent. At that time I 
should have tumed away with horror and indig- 
nation from any one who had dared to hi^t that 
I might at some future time become a Protest- 
ant. When you were gone I missed you ex- 
tremely. Your frequent visits had been a reUef 
amid the monotonous round of our duties ; and 
when I knew that you would come no more, I 
felt that I should indeed greatly miss the little 
excitement which the anticipation of seeing 
you almost daily had inspired. For some time 
I did not attempt to analyse my own feelings ; 
indeed, I never thought of any other source of 
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iny dulnessy than that I felt grieved at parting 
with you ; but at length the idea fiashed upon 
me that I was actually rebelling against my 
holy voeation) which had forbidden the cherish-* 
ing of auything like exclusive human affection. 
I was shocked by this idea, and I struggled 
hard to oTercome my depression and listless- 
ness, and for a little while I succeeded; but 
befare the tints of autumn tinged our garden 
trees I was i^ain unhappy— again craving after 
I knew not whal. None knew the conflicting 
emotions thufi axoused in my breast, none even 
entertained a suspicion of them. It was indeed 
remarked by sereral inmates of the convent 
how much graver Sophia Milwood had become, 
but my gravity was attributed to the near 
approach of the season at which my novieiate 
would, commenccy no one ever dreamed that 
tmwUUngness to become a novice was one source 
of my sedate thoughtfulness« Autumn had 
nearly passed away^ the flowers had all dis« 
appeared, save a few lingering roses and some 
sober, unassuming Michaelmas daisiea, when I 
received a letter firom an aunt oi mine, who 
lived in Devonshire^ desiring me to spend the 
Christmas vaeation with her, and to defer the 
ceremony of taking the white veil tiJl early iH 
the enswing spring. To the utter astotdsfament 
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of my convent friends I received this invitation 
with rapture, and I began my preparations for 
the jornney with so much alacrity, that I felt 
that many looked Upon me with a suspieious 
eye. But the day arrived ; the carriage stood 
at the door of my gloomy prison-hoUse ! and I 
bade my companions what I then thought a tem«*^ 
poraiy adieu, but never have I seen them since. 
The next day brought me to my aunt's resi- 
dence. I had not seen her for inany years, 
not since my childhood; and my recbllections 
respecting her were very indistinct, yet I re- 
membered that she was kind, and extremely 
gende in her manner. The cottage which she 
inhabited was situajted in one of the loveliest 
spots of that lonrely county, Devonshire« The 
little mansion itself was completely mantled 
with roses, jessamine, clematis, woodbine, and 
other graceful climbing piants. The garden in 
which it stood was spacious, and like a falry- 
land, the turf was so soft and green ; the flowers, 
too, bloomed with a luxuriance very unnsual in 
winter — what it must have been in summer I 
could scarcely imagine* The valley which 
stretched below was thickly wooded, and skirted 
by grey rocks, while, at a greater distance lay the 
dear waters of the British Channel, sparkling in 
the bright suabéams c^ a serene December noom 
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After the one, long, dismal scene on which I 
had for so many years gazed^ how glorious did 
all this appear! I thought that I had never 
before seen the sky so cloudless — so deeply, 
beautifully blue ; never had I seen such flowers : 
there were roses, which, as if in mockery of the 
season, clustered round the verandah, their soft 
pink leaves glowing in the clear sunshine ; and 
the evergreens so richly green ; hoUy, with its 
shining glossy leaves and coral wreath; the 
darky solemn yew, with its soft, scarlet, wax- 
like berries ; and the luxuriant laurustinus, with 
graceful clusters of flowers, so pearly, so waxen, 
and so pure ; all these things made the place^ 
in my eyes, a paradise. ^ But I forgot all 
extemal beauties when I found myself seated 
in my aunt's comfortable drawing-room, and 
partaking of an excellent repast after my long 
joumey. 

" My aunt Catherine, who has now been a 
widow for many years, was, like myself, edu- 
cated in a convent, and destined to the veil, but 
circumstances wrought a change in her plans, 
and she married« She has two daughters, Kate 
and Clara ; and she is, and has been for many 
years, devoted to literary pursuits. I hope you 
will, before long, see my beloved aunt, for; 
Maude, you and MademoiseUe Tiiåot must return 
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with us into Devonshire. But I must say a word 
in description of her. She is just fifty years of 
age, and she has the loveliest face I ever saw ; 
nay, do not smile, Mademoiselle Margarita, it 
is as possible for a woman of fifty to be lovely, 
as it is for a belle of twenty, though not exactly 
in the same way. Aunt Catherine has not 
a single good feature, and her hair is as 
white, Margarita, as the snow-wreath on your 
own mountains; and, moreover, she wears a 
close, old-fashioned cap, trimmed with white 
ribbons." 

Margarita laughed outright at this description 
of a beauty, and observed, '* I suppose the love- 
liness of which you speak lies in her character 
and her intellect." 

" Her character," replied Sophia, " is indeed 
loveliness itself, and her intellect is of the first 
order; but she possesses^ a]so extemal attrac- 
tions. * I refer to you, Arthur, for a confirma- 
tion of my statement." 

Mr. Manningford declared that his wife did 
not speak from mere prepossession or partiality ; 
"but," he continued, "you had better leave 
this point to be decided when we all meet at 
Rock Cottage." 

"Well, I will continue my story," said 
Sophia. " I was introduced to my cousins, and 
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Kate won my affections before I liad been ten 
minutes in lier compaay. The eyening came. 
Oh! how well I remember that loug, happy 
evening, so different from those which I had 
been accustomed to spend! We worked, and 
read, and talked, until Aunt Catherine and 
Kate remembered that it was an imperative 
duty to write some letters for the next day*8 
post I sat on the sofa, professing to read, bnt 
in reality I was gazing at my aunt and my 
cousins, and t^^"l^^Tlg how I should like to liye 
with them always, and the remembrance of tbe 
gloomy conventcaused ashudder to run through 
my frame. My aunt was busily occupied with 
her pen, but sometimes she stopped to make a 
few remarks, or to think ; and I could not but 
admire the deeply intellectual, but equally 
gentle and loving expression of her eyes, as she 
raised them from the paper, sometimes to speak 
to myself, and sometimes to Sx them,* fuU of 
thought and feeling, on her daughter, who sat 
opposite to her writing a letter. Kate is not 
much like her mother, but she has the same 
sweetness of expression, the same lovely smile, 
and there is something in her soft, dark eyes 
which always reminds me of your dear sister 
Annie. While I gazed upon her countenance 
I could not at first comprehend what caused its 
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beauty, but I soon felt that it was the simpli* 
city, the gentieness, and the puritj which dwelt 
in her heart, and shone forth in her caim, happy 
face. Clara is a really beautiful girl ; she was 
rather timid, and that evening she did not 
address me, but I saw her steal frequent kind 
glances towards me from beneath her long, 
silken eyelashes, while she sat writing at a 
separate table. The letters were soon directed, 
sealed, and ready for posting, and we were 
summoned to supper, during which meal we 
chatted cheerfully, and I gave my aunt many 
detaik of my convent life. Sometimes I thought 
she looked sad, and I determined to confide to 
her my repugnance to take the veil, and to beg 
her to advise me as to the step which I ought 
to take in this matter. Soon cdter supper the 
Btriking of the clock reminded my aunt that it 
was time for pray^s. I saw Kate look at me, 
dien at her mamma, and Clara hesitatingly said, 
* Will Sophia come ? ' * Oh surely,' I said, * I am 
not at all tired now ;' and I felt quite puzzled 
at the anxiety evidently manifested by both 
sisters. We adjoumed to fixe dining-room, and 
while the domestics were assembling, I remarked 
that my aunt's gentle countenance had assumed 
rather an imeasy expression, but it soon sub- 
sided, and she began to read. With astonish- 
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ment, which you, Maude, can understand better 
than I can describe, I heard Mrs. Milwood 
commence the eighth chapter of St. Paul's 
Epistle to the Bomans. I listened to every 
wordy at first with wonder, then with admira^ 
tion, and finally with deep delight ; and at the 
concluding verses, * Who shall separate us from 
the love of God/ I could scarcely re&ain from 
expressing my joy and suiprise. A prayer 
followedy not such as I had been accostomed to 
hear at evening prayers — a mere form, rapidlyre- 
peated in the Latin language ; but the genuine 
expression of fervent petitions. to God for 
blessings, both spiritual and temporal, entreated 
through the merits of Jesus Christ our only 
Saviour, and concluding with the Lord's Prayer 
and the apostolic blessing, all in English, and 
uttered in a tone of deep and eamest devotion. 
I rose from my knees, scarcely knowing what to 
think. I believe that I prayed then for the first 
time in my Hfe ; for I really felt that I needed 
Divine guidance, and the words of the prayer 
forcibly expressed this want, and besought the 
aid of the Holy Spirit ; and I felt impelled to 
join in these petitions, not only in word but in 
heart also. 

" We retumed to the drawing-room, and for 
a few minutes no one spoke. At length Kate 
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broke the silence, by inquiring at what time 
we retired in the convent ; this led to a long 
conversationaboutmonastic rules, and presently 
my aunt said, * Sophia, my love, tell me truly, 
do you love the mode of life which you have 
hitherto practised, better than any other you 
have seen?' 

" I coloured deeply, and ansin^ered, * Indeed, 
åunt, I have seen but little out of the convent : 
I can hardly tell. I will think about it« I in- 
tended to talk vrith you on this subject before 
my departure from hence.' 

" I saw Kttte's open countenance glow v^rith 
pleasure, as I said this, and. Clara forgetting 
her shyness, exclaimed, * Oh ! Sophia, if you 
do not like your convent life, stay always with 
us.' 

^' I made no answer, and soon the subject 
appeared to be dropped; but I was anxious 
to ask about the prayers, so different, and, 
it seemed to me, so preferable to all which I 
had ever heard before, and after a pause, I 
said, — 

" * Aunt, I never heard before those prayers 
that you used to-night. Are they Roman Ca- 
tholic prayers?' 

** * They are Catholic prayers, dear Sophia,' 
replied Aunt Catherine, *but they are not 

T 
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Romish prayers. I have long since ceased to 
use such. I am no longer a Roman Catholie ; 
it is some years since I became a Protestant.' 

^'I was electrified! I knew that my imcle, 
•my father's only brother, had abjnred the errors 
of Popery very soon after his marriage ; but I 
had always heard his wife spoken of as a devoted 
Romanist. At that moment it occurred to me 
that I had either heard or dreamed that Kate 
and Clara were brought up Protestants, accord- 
ing to their father's dying instructions. I was 
shocked, nay, more, I was grieved, when I 
heard my aunt thus calmly procbdm her apos- 
tasy ; for, although I had began to demur as to 
the perfect happiness enjoyed by the religieusesy 
I had not a doubt on the verity of that doctrine 
which excluded from salvation all who are not 
within the pale of the Roman Catholie Church. 

'^ My aunt and cousins saw that I looked 
pained; and the former said, ^You are tired 
to-night, dear Sophia; you had better go to 
rest now, and to-morrow we will talk again on 
this interesting subject ;' and she kindly wished 
me good-night, while Kate went with me to my 
chamber, to see if everyihing were provided for 
my comfort. 

" * Clara and you are Protestants ? — is it not 
so?' I asked. 
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***Yes, we are both Protestants, we have 
always been so,' replied Kate; *but you will 
not love'us the less for that, will you, dear 
Sophia?' 

*' * Oh, no,' I answered, energetically, for I 
felt already that it would be totally impossible 
for any one to live with Kate and her mamma, 
and not love them. Of Clara I did not know 
so much, but I could not help admiring her 
lovely face, and comparing it to the fresh-glow- 
ing roses which mantled the verandah. Kate left 
me, after kissing me affectionately, and I was 
alone. 

" The firstthing I thought of was the chapter 
I had heard read : seeing a Bible on the table, 
I took it up, and after much searching I found 
the part I wanted ; three times I read it through 
every word, and surely He, whose blessed Word 
I held in my hånd, caused the eyes of my 
understanding to be opened, so that the Scrip- 
tures became indeed a lamp unto my hitherto 
erring feet, and a light on my dreary path. I 
prayed that I might understand what I read, 
and though I did not omit my customary 
formula, yet, when I lay down on my bed, I 
once more recurred to all that I had heard, and 
again and again I entreated the Lord earnestly 
that I might be taught by His Holy Spirit to 

T 2 
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oompnheDå these tfaings. It was to me a new, 
but aa iMxtawcly luippy teeSng, to ask fcN: 
advice and cambat from the Great Omnipotent 
God^ and feel aasnred that all that was hmnbly 
asked tfazongh Qurist wonld be given; and 
while I was thos mnsing I feU asleep.** 



CHAPTER XX. 

When i awoke the next morning, and saw 
Kate standing by my bedside, I felt quite 
happy to think that I had really quitted the 
duU convent^ and was surrounded by such kind, 
bright faces. I hastened to dress, and after 
some time found my way to the drawing-room. 
Aunt Catherine was busy writing, so Kate and 
Clara asked me if I should like to walk. I 
willingly consented, and in a few minutes we 
were standing on the terrace, looking down 
over the rocky vaQey, and the broad, spaxkling 
sea. We visited the garden and gathered 
flowers, and went through the small greenhouse, 
and Kate delighted me by her knowledge of 
foreign piants. 

** It was too cold to remain out of doors 
long, and when we retumed to the house, Aunt 
Catherine had laid aside her writing portfolio, 
and was ready to talk to us. A little general 
conversation foUowed, and then my aunt re- 
verted to the eonversation of the previous night 
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She did not enter into any tirade against Ro- 
manism, but she clearly expkdned the Protest- 
ant doctrines, contrasting them with the errors 
and superstitions of Rome, proying the excel- 
lence and vitaUtj of the former, with so much 
sound and calm arg^umenti such cool, logicai 
reasoning, and withal such simple, jet con- 
straining eloquence, that I felt she could not be 
mistaken« Seeing, then, that it was impossible 
to refute what my aunt had advanced, I re- 
mained silent, though I saw that both Kate and 
Clara were anxious for my answer. I deter- 
mined, however, in my own mind^ that I would 
read the Bible for myself, and that Fopery and 
Ptotestantism should stand or fall according as 
they agreed with, or differed from, that inspired 
standard. Surely the hånd of God was in all 
this ; I did not aee this so dearly then, but now 
I cannot doubt it. 

" I adhered to my resolution, neither deciding 
(me way nor the other, but diligently reading 
and searching the Scriptures, with eamest prayer 
for Divine teaching. When alone, my thoughts 
often reverted to your sister Annie ; I thought 
of the lovely consistency of her conduct, and 
the bright example which she exhibited in her 
daily walk and conyersation. Her calm^ open 
brow was ever befbie my imaginatioOs and Kate 
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Milwood, whom I soon loved very dearly, con- 
tmually brought her to my mind. Not that my 
dear Kate is really like your lovely sister, so far 
as mere features go, but there is the same sere- 
nity, the same mild thoughtfulness in her dark 
eyes ; the same gentleness in voice and manner ; 
and above all, the same warm, generous, affec- 
tionate heart. 

** Morning and evening I joined in the family 
prayers, and each day I leamed to consider them 
a greater privilege. Sunday arrived, and I re- 
mained at home, for there is no place of Roman 
Catholic worship neax my aunt's residence, and 
as I was not yet entirely convinced of the sound-. 
ness of the Protestant faith, I did not wish to 
participate in any of its public of&ces of religion. 

" I sat alone during the hours of morning and 
evening service, not however occupied with my 
uflual formula, but deeply engaged with the 
Bible, which had been placed in my apartment. 
During the next week I had frequent conver- 
sations both with Kate and her mother, and 
many things, respecting which I had hitherto 
been in darkness, or which at least I had but 
dimly seen, became quite plain. I thank God 
that within no long time I was not oaly con- 
vinced of the necessity of renouncing my Romish 
errors, but I also most intensely felt the urgent 
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necessity of becoming in reality and truth a 
member of tbe Church of Christ. By the grace 
of Gody my Bible led' me to see that the 
strongest conviction of the truth of Protestant- 
ism was insufficient to salvation ; it taught me 
my own sinfulness ; it showed me the total de- 
pravity of my heart by nature ; and I saw and 
felt that salvation^ by any efforts or merits of 
mine, was unattainable ; and that unless some 
refuge were provided for me, I was lost. I 
turned to the Scripture, to find from it th& 
knowledge of that refuge; and with such a 
purpose, none ever eamestly consulted the Bible,, 
and closed it unsatisfied. I read of the Lamb 
of God who taketh away the sin of the world ; 
of that blood which cleanseth from all sin ; oF 
the renewing of the Holy Spirit, and His sancti- 
fying and strengthening influences; and God 
was pleased to impress what I read with power 
upon my heart. I prayed for Divine illumina- 
tion ; and the Scripture became indeed ^ a lamp 
unto my feet.' 

^^ The next Sabbath I accompanied my aunt 
and cousins to the village church. I was de- 
lighted by the beauty, pathos, and lofly sim- 
plicity of the English Liturgy ; I saw that its. 
doctrine was pure and scriptural ; I perceived 
its immense superiority oyer the unxneaning; 
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repetitions and puerile ceremonies of the 
Romish worship; and^ above all^ I felt the 
suitableness of its comprehensive petitions, in- 
cluding all that mortal man can need or desire, 
either for time or for etemity. 

" The rector preached a most impreasive 
sermon ; and it so happened that this was 
nearly the last occasion on which the good old 
man declared in public the glad tidings of 
salvation. His words seemed full of choice 
instruction and counsel, and by the Divine 
blessing they sank deeply into my soul. 

" A most happy week followed. I made 
known to my aunt and my cousins the change 
which had taken place in my sentiments, and 
from that time we were aQ united in the bonds 
of more than earthly affection. Oh! how 
swiftly passed those happy days ! And then the 
delicious evenings ! the fire so bright, the lamp 
throwing its brilliant rays over the cheerful 
room, well stored with hooks and work ; while 
we read, worked, or wrote, as duty or inclina- 
tion prompted. 

" But I must proceed with my narrative. It 
was arranged that I should return no more to 
the convent ; my guardian was written to, and 
he permitted me to choose my own course. I 
j)eed not say that I decided on residing con- 
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staatly with my dear aunt, who was now as a 
mother to me; while Kate and Clara were as 
dear sisters. 

" Presently the spring came, and the young 
green leaves budded in the long, winding lånes, 
and the grassy banks were fragrant with violets. 
Just at this time it was, when the fruit-trees 
were covered with their delicate blossoms, and 
the whole extemal world was redecked in bloom 
and beauty, that our dear and venerable rector 
became seriously ill ; and on one bright April 
morning, as we sat at breakfast, we heard the 
deep toll of the death*bell flinging its moumful 
echoes over hill, and valley, and sea. The 
faithful Christian pastor was indeed gathered 
to his rest, and his hoary head went down to 
the grave amidst the weeping of his attaehed 
and beloved flock. Some weeks elapsed before 
his successor was chosen; but at length we 
were told that the new dergyman was to preach 
his first sermon on the next Sunday morning. 
This dergyman was no other than Mr. Man- 
ningford. I need not add much more. We 
became intimate friends; Mrs. Milwood was 
always pleased to see the rector at Bock Cot- 
tage ; our acquaintance by degrees assumed a 
deeper cast than belonged to mere Mendship, 
and after a few months I became a happy wife. 
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The rectory is but a quarter of a mile from my 
aunt's cottage^ so that mj marriage did not 
separate me from these déar friends ; in fact^ 
until this our present absence from home, few 
dajs have passed in which we have not met. 

"And now, my dear friend, you know my 
history. Mine has indeed been a happy lot. 
It is often a weight upon my mind, that I do 
not feel suffieiently gratefrd to the God and 
Father of all mercies, for the abundant bless- 
ings showered upon me. Each Sabbath par- 
ticularly brings this thought to my mind ; and 
especially that petition in the Thanksgiving, 
' Give us a due sense of all thy mercies, that 
our hearts may be imfeignedly thankful.' I 
have written to Kate^ to beg her to join us 
here. Clara^ who has lately been at Ilfracombe, 
can remain vnth her mother while dear Kate 
gives us her company here; and after a few 
more weeks^ we can return altogether, if all 
be well, to Devonshire. And now I must go 
to the nursery, and see if my little one is 
awake." 

While Maude meditated on the interesting 
commimication of her friende Mrs. Manning- 
ford proposed a walk to Mai^arita, and under- 
took to introduce her to a new and beautiftil 
ramble« Beautiful the stroU waS| no doubt; 
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Margarita was delighted with it; only there 
were no mountains^ and the Swiss girl could 
not perfectly admire any landscape devoid of 
mountains. The river, however, was so clear^ 
the sunset so glorious, the air so still and calm, 
thatMademoiselle Ridot could not but acknow- 
ledge that the scene on which she gazed was 
indescribably lovely. 

From this time Maude and Margarita spent 
a part of each day at the rectory, and a fort- 
night had thus glided rapidly away, when one 
morning Sophia visited the cottage while its 
inmates were lingering over their morning re- 
past. She held an' open letter in her hånd, and 
her lovely countenance was radiant with joyous 
smiles. Margarita had leamt to love her, and 
to call her Sophia, and now she sprang from 
the table to welcome her, and to inquire the 
cause of her very visible delight. 

"Kate is coming to-morrow," exclaimed 
Sophia; " Arthur will go to Worcester to meet 
her; she will be there at four o'clock in the 
aftemoon, and about sunset she will arrive at 
Thomcliff. You and Margarita must be with 
us to welcome her. I shall not go with my 
husband, for I do not like to leave my little 
Sophy so long; so you will come and dine with 
me, and help me to make tea for the travellers." 
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This was soon promised^ and Sophia would 
have liked to spend another hour with her 
friendsi but she had to visit the girls' school, 
and the infant school^ and four or five cottages ; 
and a chamber had to be prepared for Kate 
Milwood; and^ finally^ Sophia remembered 
that she had not ordered dinner^ and that con- 
sequently she must return immediately to the 
rectory. 

The following evening found the three ladies 
in the drawing-room of the rectory, eagerly 
watching the road which led from Worcester. 
The sun had not yet set, and the western sky 
was glowing with his dazzling, golden rays; 
the only sound that broke the stillness of the 
hour was the distant murmur of the rushing 
river, and the tinkling of the sheep-bells pro- 
ceeding from a flock grazing in a meadow 
adjoining the church-yard. 

"It is time they were here," said Sophia, 
looking at her watch, '^but perhaps the train 
was delayed." 

Every one knows how slowly the minutes 
pass to those who are anxiously awaiting the 
arrival of a beloved friend; and in order to 
relieve a feeling somewhat approximating to 
impatience, Margarita sat down to the piano- 
forte, and sang one of those sweet Yaudois 
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hymns which Mande loved so mucih. The last 
clear note had not died away, when the sonnd 
of carriage-wheels was heard, and in less than a 
minute Sophia stood upon the lawn. She was 
not disappointedy and having spmng forward to 
embrace her beloved cousiny she triumphantly 
led Kate into the house, and presented her to 
Maude and Margarita. 

It was now twUight, and the light was so 
dim, that Maude could not plainly discem 
Miss Milwood's countenance; but she heard 
her voice, and it was veiy sweet and gentle, 
not unlike Annie's. 

While Kate was unrobing up stairs, and 
Margarita was making tea, Maude strolled into 
the garden. The rich crimson light still slum- 
bered upon the hills; and in the clear, soft 
grey of the eastem sky, a few stars were fiEontly 
giving forth their lustre ; presently they shone 
more brightly; and soon their pure, lucid rays 
streamed gloriously athwart the dark blue of 
the cloudless firmament. Maude was sad; she 
was thinking of Annie; these calm summer 
evenings reminded her of the last few weeks of 
her own and her lost sister's residence at Win- 
chester, when Annie was still fair and bloom- 
ing; of those peaceful days which, as it seemed, 
were the last which she was to enjoy on earth. 
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and which proved to be indeed her very bright- 
est days of earthly bappiness« Poor Maude! 
how her heart jeamed to gaze once more on 
that beloved countenance ! how she longed to 
hear again that gentle voice ! But it could not 
be. That heart, which had once centred all its 
earthly hopes in her affection, was broken, and 
laid to rest in a distant land ! 

Maude looked again at the fading glories of 
thé evening sky; and she thought of that 
twilight hour at Verdenthal, that hour of un- 
utterable agony, in which she had gazed for 
the last time on those fair, wasted features, 
cold and silent in death. But then there came 
a brighter remembrance; Annie, the lost, the 
departed one, was far above those starlit skies. 
Her once t>roken heart knew grief no longer ; 
her gentle eyes would never weep again ; and 
her voice, which on earth had ever been tuned 
to her Saviour*s praise, was now joining in the 
everlasting ''song of Moses and the Lamb." 
''Beloved Annie!" said Maude, as, leaning 
against the stone balustrade of the terrace, she 
watched the gradual melting away of the rich 
sunset hues — " I must ever grieve for myself, 
for my own loss, and my own stem, unnatural 
conduct; but I cannot moum that thou art 
safely landed on the heavenly shore. The 
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stonns all weathered, the dangers aU past^ thou 
hast gained the port of everlasting rest." 

At that moment Maude heard her name pro- 
nounced by Sophia and Margarita, and she ran 
back to the house. Lights had been brought ; 
and Kate Milwood was seated at the table 
apparently enjoying her tea; and Maude at 
once felt sure that she should love her. With- 
out a single beautiful feature, her countenance 
was one, on which, whoever looked, looked each 
time with increasing interest and satisfaetion. 

Kate had much to tell her cousins respecting 
what was passing at Colton, and had innume- 
rable kind messages to deliver from her mother 
and Clara; and while she talked in a most 
animated strain, Maude perceived and loved 
the gentle expression, which Sophia had men- 
tioned as being similar to that which had beamed 
in the countenance of the departed Annie. 

And thus three months glided happily away. 
At length, however, the days having become 
very much shorter, Mr. Mordaunt being weary 
of the sea-side, and the people at Colton being 
anxious to welcome back their own pastor, the 
day was fixed for the return of the Manning- 
fords to Devonshire. The inhabitants of 
ThomcUff parted with them with regret. On 
the last Sunday of Mr. Manningford's stay, a 
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most unusually large congregation assembled 
in the village church, to listen to his farewell 
address^ and on the following Tuesday many 
of the yillagers were watching the suniise« and 
hoping for and predicting fine weather for the 
travellers. They were not disappointed. A 
glorious September day broke in all its radiance, 
and at ten o'clock the family at the rectory, 
together with Maude and Margarita, left the 
fair village of Thomcliff, and took their way 
southward« Maude had been in yery delicate 
health during the preceding week, but the 
fresb, bracing air of a bright autumnal morning 
roused both her physical and mental energies. 
Sophia was all animation; much as she had 
enjoyed Thomcliff, she loved her home better ; 
and her little girl was so much grown, and so 
improved by change of air, that she was quite 
anxious to exhibit her to Aunt Catherine and 
Clara. Kate, too, was in high spirits ; she was 
looking forward to seeing her beloved mother 
and sister, and reflecting that every tum of the 
carriage wheels brought her nearer to these 
dear relatives. 

Early in the aftemoon of the following day, 
the travellers quitted the train, and proceeded 
by the carriage-road to Colton. It was near 
five o*clock, when Kate exclaimed : — 

u 
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''There is the sea! Sophia. And Icwk, 
Arthur, there is the church-tower peeping 
above the trees; their foliage is not quite so 
luxuriant as when I left them two months ago ; 
and there is our home : our dear, happy home, 
and I see dear mamma at the door, and Clara 
looking out for us ! " 

The path to Rock Cottage was somewhat 
circuitous, but a few more minutes brought 
them to the garden-gate ; and Sophia, with her 
child in her arms, descended with almost 
childish glee from the carriage, and saluted her 
beloved aunt ; Kate meanwhile playfully scold- 
ing her for usurping her place and priidlege. 
Maude atid Margarita were next introduced to 
Mrs. Milwood, and then Clara led the way to 
the drawing-room, where tea was ready; and 
while she presided over the cups and saucers, 
she declared that no one should go to the 
rectory that night ; it was just a comfortable 
family party, and it would be quite wrong to 
break it up. 



CHAPTER XXI. 

When Maude had spent a few hours with 
Mrs. Milwood, she fully acquiesced in Sopbia's 
admiration of her '^ dear Aunt Catherine.'* 
There was something in Mrs. Milwood's coun- 
tenance which strooglj reminded Maude of her 
long-lost mother, or rather of her mother's 
portrait, for on that Maude had continued 
daily to gaze, until she quitted Bolingbroke. 
Hpweyer, on the present evening she saw but 
little of Sopbia's relations, for being much 
dred with her journey, she was glad, soon after 
tea, to retire to her chamber. On the follow- 
ing morning Sophia was anxious to return to 
her own house, but .as she feared the rpoms 
might not be sufficiently aired for the reception 
of her invalid firiend, it was arranged that 
Maude and Margarita should remain at Rock 
Cottage till the following day. Kate's happy 
face looked happier than ever in her own be- 
loved home, but Margarita attached herself 
espedally to Clara, whose beauty, she affirmed, 

u 2 
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was quite in the Swiss style ; and whose plajr^ 
ful, gentle manners struck her as exactly like 
those of the Swiss mountain^maidens« 

During the three peaceful months that fol« 
lowed^ nothing occurred to vary the xtsual 
routine of the families at Colton. Mr. Man- 
ningford was fuUy occupied by his ministerbl 
duties, and Sophia found constant employment 
in regulating her household, attending to her 
child^ and assisting her husband in visiting the 
poor and sick of his flock. Margarita readily 
CO-operated with Sophia, Kate, and Clara, in 
all their benevolent plans for the welfare of 
the rustic villagers in their neighbourhoodj and 
especially of the families of the fishermen who 
lived among the rocks \?hich skirted the sear 
shore. Maude^ too, occasionally gave her help; 
but only occasionally, for her health still con- 
tinued to decline, and towards Christmas she 
was prohibited from leaving the house, except- 
ing on fine warm days, and that at noon only. 

The new year at length dawned, and it had 
but just dawned, when an event happened 
which once more brought back to Maude some- 
what of the agitation of former years. 

On the second of January, Clara Milwood 
came to the rectory, with the intention of 
taking back with her Maude and Margarita to 
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gpBnd a few days at the cottage. The day 
was fine and sunny ; and^ well wrapped in furs, 
Mande was borne in triumpb to Mrs. Milwood's 
house in the little pony-carriage ; an equipage 
by means of which an almost daily intercourse 
Was carried on between the rectoiy and the 
cottage. 

On the aftemoon of that day, Maude, as she 
rested on the sofa, was induced by something 
which passed in conversation, to give her friends 
a description of some of the lovely scenes 
which she had visited during her Continental 
tour. Kate and Clara listened attentively to 
her vivid recital; and though it was nearly 
dark, no one seemed disposed to ring for lights ; 
the whole party were obviously in that state of 
mind in which people prefer the ruddy glow of 
a winter's fire to the bright glare of lamps. 
When Maude ceased to speak she felt sad and 
melancholy. It was seldom that she trusted 
herself to speak of those days of darkness and 
sin; and when she did so, the remembrance 
of them seldom failed to produce a return of 
that bitter agony which, during her residence 
at Verdenthal, had almost destroyed her life. 
She was gazing intently on the clear dark grey 
of the sky, and the wide expanse of the sea, 
floarcely to be distinguished from the darkening 
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horizon, when tlie little party was disturbed by 
a knock at the door of their abode. 

''Do not stir, Måude/' said Clara; ''it is 
only Arthur, I dåre say ; be is come to see if 
we are treating you kindlj, in order that be 
may be able to carry back a satisfactory report 
to Sophia.** 

Mrs. Milwood stirred up the fire sufficiently 
to light the whole room; and as the door 
opened, she tumed to accost her nephew^ for 
she doubted not that it was he. The senrant, 
howeyer, entered, saying that a gentleman 
wisbed to speak to Miss Bolingbroke. 

Excepting Mr. Manningford, Maude had not 
formed one male acquaintance since her arrival 
in England; she, therefore, very naturally 
thought that some of her foreign Roman Ca- 
tholic friends had foimd out her retreat, and 
had accordingly come for the purpose of expos- 
tulating with her on her desertion of the 
Romish faith. It was no wonder that Maude, 
with her shattered constitution, and deeply 
wounded spirit, dreaded an interview with any 
one who had been her companion and fellow- 
worshipper in those days of daxkness, on which 
she now looked back with so much anguish. 
She trembled yiolently, and asked the gentle- 



nuin*s name. 
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The servante who was a mere countrj girl, 
the daughter of one of the fishermen of the 
place, knewnothing of forms and ceremonieSy 
and had neglected to make any inquirj on 
this point. Maude, therefore, desired her to 
show the visiter into the apartment in which 
they were all assembled; at the same time 
begging that Mrs. Milwood and her daughters 
would remain in the room, as the stranger could 
have nofliing to say which her friends might 
not hear. 

The gentleman entered accordingly ; and his 
countenancey though Maude had never seen 
him before, seemed strangely familiar to her. 
She sat in silence, however, awaiting the com* 
munication which he might make. 

"We are as yet strangers to each other," 
said the gentleman, ** but I trust, Miss Boling- 
broke, we are about to become dear friends, 
and even something more." 

Maude staxted, and surveyed her visiter yet 
more closely. He appeared to be about thirty 
years of age. He was tall and extremely band- 
some, while his fine, open countenance dis- 
played a remarkable sweetness of expressicm, 
and much intelligence. 

''May I ask your name, Sir?" said Maude, 
hesitatingly. 
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'*It is the same as your own/' was die 
reply; and Maude Bolingbroke at once knewF 
that she had met her brother, and only 
relative* 

A few minutes more and he was seated by 
her side^ and conmiunieating to his newly-found 
sister the events of his childhood* With much 
of her sad history he was acquainted« but he 
knew little of that sorrowful portion of her life 
i^hich immediately succeeded the death of 
Annie Lindsay. 

To Maude's inexpressible delight, she found 
her brother not only afiectionate and warm"* 
heartedy but also a sincere believerin the trutha 
of vital Christianity. 

" Come, dear Maude^^ he said, ere they 
parted for the night; ''why should we be 
separated? there are but two of us in the world; 
you shall still be mistress of Bolingbroke. I 
want some one to superintend my schook, to 
visit my old women/ to attend to my flower- 
garden, to sing to me in the long evenings, and 
above all to be my companion and friend; and 
who is so fit for all this as my only sister ! 
Surelyi Maude, you will not refuse me this ? 
You will once more call Bolingbroke your 
home, and reign there supreme, as in former 
happy days;*' and Mr. Bolingbroke held hia 
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sister's hånd, and looked inquiringly into her 
face. 

" I cannot answer you to-niglit," she replied. 
*' I will think about it, and talk to Sophia and 
her husband on the subject^ for my home is at 
present with them. I long to see dear Boling- 
broke again, and yet I dread it — ^it will remind 
ine so much of the past. Biit good night^ my 
dear brother; to-morrow morning we will talk 
of this again/' 

Maude retired to her apartment, and as she 
sat alone by her cheerful fire, she determined 
to accompany her brother as his visiter; for 
Mr. and Mrs. Manningford, and Mrs. Milwood 
and her daughters^ had become so dear to her^ 
that she felt she coidd not consent to establish 
herself permanently at any distance from them* 
Margarita of course would accompany her^ for 
it had been solemnly agreed between them, 
that that tender friend should never leave her 
till she should be laid in her grave. 

The next day Sophia and her husband visited 
the cottage ; and when consultedi they strongly 
advised Maude to accompany her brother^ if it 
were only for a few weeks. But then another 
difficulty arose. Even in the mild, soft air of 
South Devonshirei Maude's health was so 
•xtremely delicate as to occasion great appre- 
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hensions in the minds of Sopliia and Mar* 
garita, and indeed of all her Mends ; and day 
by day she became thinner and paler, till her 
firagUe fiwme seemed almost too ethereal for 
UKHTtalit^. Mrs. Milwood, therefore, begged 
Mr. Bolingbroke to remain for a few weeks 
at Colton; at least till winter should Have 
given place to spring ; and then she consented 
to resign Maude to his firatemal protection. 

It was not till the commencement of May 
tiiat the brother and sister departed for the 
North. What conflicting emotions arose in 
Maude*s breast as she approached that still- 
loved home ! How mach had passed since, in 
Company with Annie, she had quitted its peace- 
ful scenes ! She almost feared to behold its 
well-known trees and woodland heights ; and as 
she drew near to them, these feelings almost 
overpowered her delicate frame. 

The min was diJdng behind the lofty hilk, 
when the carriage entered the park of Boling- 
broke: and Maude could not see the bright 
green turf, and the sluning lake, for the tears 
which rose into her eyes as she remembered the 
hour when she had last gazed upon them. Then 
it was almost winter ; and the leaves lay thick 
upon the ground ; a few pale flowers smiled on 
their .withered stems ; while of others the petals 
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yeeipe strewn by the night-wind on the damp 
earth. Now the noble old trees were waving 
in the glorious Inxuriance of their young 
foliage ; flowers of all hues enameled the eme- 
raid greensward ; and the thick ivy which man* 
tled the proud walls of Bolingbroke Hall wore 
its richest and brightest tmt. 

''Look Mp, dear Maude/' said Mr. Boling- 
broke ; '' there is your own house again. See 
how the sanset falls on those western rooms. 
I know they were once your mother's apart- 
ments^ and I have ordered them to be fitted up 
for yourself." 

Maude could only answer by affectionately 
pressing the hånd of her kind and generous 
brother in her own ; and m a few minutes she 
was standing in the old drawing-room^ in which 
she had passed so many of her childish days 
in Company with her mother and Annie. The 
servants had entered the room^ to receive their 
master's commands ; but Mr. Bolingbroke dis- 
missed them : telling them that their 'mistress 
was fatigued by her joumey^ and would giye 
her orders on the foUowing day. The house- 
keeper, and some of the domestics who had 
been in the house before Maude had quitted 
England^ Were waiting in the gallery which led 
to her apartments^ that they might offer one 
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word of respeetfiil welcome befare she retgred 
for the night. 

The housekeeper of course knew nothing of 
the circumstances which had led to Annie's 
death ; and as she waited upon Maude in her 
dressing-room, she exckumed, after many ex- 
pressions of delight at once more seeing her 
dear mistress : " But, oh ! dear Miss Boling- 
hroke, it ahnost breaks our hearts to think 
upon that sweet creature that went away so 
blithe and beautiful, and is now lying in a 
foreign land« Dear Miss lindsay ! she was so 
like her blessed mother ; — just the same gentle 
tone, and sweet smiles, and bright blue eyes; 
and now, to think that she sleeps where no one 
can shed a tear over her early grave ! " 

Mrs. Roberts stopped suddenly, for Maude 
had seated herself on a low chair, and, laying 
her head on the table, was weeping with a 
violence that threatened a succeeding fit of 
absolute exhaustion. The housekeeper, alarmed 
at her mistress's convulsive sobs, blamed herself 
for her indiscretion ; and then she attempted to 
console the sufferer. 

'^ Oh dear! Miss Bolingbroke," she said, '4t 
is wrong for us to moum so much for her who 
is gone to a better world. She was ahnost an 
angel upon earth; and now she is safe and 
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happy for ever \nth her God; besides^ I am 
sure, Ma'am, you nursed her as only one tender 
sister can nurse another. I know how very 
dearly you loved each other ; and it must have 
been a great comfort to you to watch over her 
dying couch, and to see how peacefully she 
departed this mortal life." 

It was well that at this crisis Margarita 
entered the room. She heard enough of Mrs. 
Roberts*s discourse to convince her that it must 
be instantly checked: and motioning the house- 
keeper to silence, she raised Maude, and kissing 
her pale cheek, she began to prepare her for 
her night's repose. When the two friends 
were left alone, Margarita sat down by Maude, 
and read to her till she became calm. 

^^Maude, dearest/' she said, as she closed 
her Bible ; " you must not again give way to 
this excess of feeling ; you cannot bear it. I 
shall tell the housekeeper and the other servants 
that they must not talk to you about Annie." 

"Thank you, dear Margarita; but here 
every thing reminds me of her ; every tree and 
flower ; every part of the house recals Annie 
as she was in the bright, happy days, before I 
cast a shade over her gentle spirit. For your 
sake, my beloved friend, I almost grieve that I 
came here : because I feel that it will shorten 
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my days. It is sweet sunmier now, Margarita; 
and it is the last sommer that I shall see« 
Before another bright spring Iias opened her 
primroses and violets, I shall have seen my 
Annie again/' 

Margarita looked at the small and nearly 
transparent hånd which she held in her own, 
and then at the countenance of her beloved 
fiiend, and as she gazed on its delicate fairness, 
and on the deep crimson that lent to her dark 
hazel eyes an almost unearthly briUiance, she 
felt that Maude's words were indeed true. It 
was evident, that the fragile tabemacle which 
had long shown symptoms of decay, was now 
indeed about to be dissolved; and Margarita 
was convincedi that when the roses of summer 
should again glow in her path, Maude Boling- 
broke would have passed away from earth. 
Tears sprang into her eyes, as this sad convic* 
tion forced itself upon her mind, and again she 
tumed to her friend. Maude had elosed her 
eyes, and their long black lashes were sweeping 
over the sunken cheek; and now that the 
hectic glow had passed away, she looked more 
like sculptured marble than like a mortal being. 

Margarita thought she slept, and was about 
to leave the room, when Maude called her.back. 
** Tell me,'* she said eamestly, " do you believe 
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what I haVe juat said to you ? Do you really 
think, Margarita, that we shall soon be sepa- 
rated ? " 

Margarita knew that her beloved firiend was 
firmly fixed upon that Rock, against which the 
billows of the dark river of death may dash, 
but which they cannot harm ; and she answered 
cahnly, "Yes, love, I do not doubt it; for 
many months you have been my sole earthly 
care, but now — ^now your heavenly Father is 
about to call you to himself; and though, 
Maude, dearest, it will be a bitter trial to lose 
you, yet I trust that I shall be enabled to resign 
you cheerfully to One who loves you far better 
than I can do; and I know that death has no 
terrors for you." 

" No," answered Maude, slowly, and clasping 
together her thin white hånds ; '' thank God, it 
is so. Once before, I thought that death was 
near at hånd ; and oh, how I dreaded it then ! 
That fearful system of Romanism chained my 
soul then in utter darkness; but now, aU is 
light! But, Margarita, I have one fear — one 
grievous fear. When the last hour shall come, 
may not those dark shadows return? Even 
now, a cloud sometimes overshadows me, and 
dims the eye of faith that would gaze with a 
steady vision on things unseen." 
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At evening time," repUed Margarita, " it 
shaU he light ! Fear not, my beloved Mend; 
only cling fast to the hope that maketh not 
ashamed, and all will be welL Your Saviour 
never forsook one of his most feeble children. 
Have you not committed to him yonr immortal 
and ransomed soul? and do you not believe 
that he is able to keep that which you have 
committed unto him, until that day — ^that 
blessed morning of the resurrection, when you 
and I, Maude, shall meet again, and shall be 
restored to those beloved ones who sleep peace- 
fully at Verdenthai ? " 

" Thank you, dear," repUed Maude : '' thank 
you for the sweet, solid comfort that you always 
afford me, when sadness for a time overpowers 
me ; but now, Margarita, you must go to rest ; 
you, too, are tired with your joumey: you are 
looking quite pale, and not at all like a Swiss 
mountain-maiden. Good-night; I have not 
formally welcomed you to Bolingbroke, which I 
thought never to see again ; but if wards were 
wanting, you know that it was because they 
were needless." 

Margarita left Maude's chamber, and was 
soon sitting quietly in her own, and thinking 
of her friend, as the poor wanderer who had 
come in penitence to the lovely Swiss valley. 
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and there had become dear to her as a sister. 
And Annie, too, the lovely Annie! that valley 
had been her home likewise. But thought soon 
became undefined, and ere the clpck of Boling- 
broke Hall toUed the hour of midnighti Mar- 
garita slept peacefuUy. 



CHAPTER XXII. 

Three days passed qidetly away after Maude's 
arrival at Bolingbroke. She did not^ during 
that periody leave the house; and the house- 
keeper and other servants^ put on their guard 
by Margarita, not only forbore to mention the 
name of Annie Lindsay, but considerately re- 
moved several things which they knew would 
vividly recal to the mind of their mistress the 
remembrance of the departed. 

Sunday morning dawned brightly; and 
Maude was awakened by the well-known 
sounds of the church bells. Their music was 
in itself sweet and cheering; but not so did she 
feel it. It reminded her too forcibly of her 
early days. How often had the clear chiming 
of those bells summoned her, with her mother 
and Annie, from the garden, to prepare for 
attendance at the village church! She could 
almost call to remembrance the shape and 
colour of the flowers which then bloomed on 
the terrace, and the bright green hue of the 
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iyy^ Mrith its bumished leaves^ glittering in the 
brilliant ligbt of the summer sun. Such remi* 
niscences never failed to cast a shade of deep 
gloom over Maude's mind. The memory of 
her mother^ indeed, was eahn and soothing; 
but, as it was ever connected with Annie, it 
always called forth bitter sighs and tears. 

That sweet, gentle Annie! so firm and yet 
so meek ; so sufiering, and yet so *uncompro- 
mising ; and so devoted in her affection to her 
sister; how had she been rewarded? This 
thought it was which had so completely de* 
stroyed the vigour of Maude's constitution. 
She might probably have quickly recovered 
from the severe attacks of iUness which- she 
had suffered, had nothing remained to mar the 
tranquillity of her mind ; but, ahis ! there was 
every reason why cahnness and composure could 
never more be hers ; and though, in some mea* 
sure, she regained her cheerfulness, a cloud 
ever hung over her brightest hours« £ven 
during that pleasant and apparently tranquil 
period which she had spent with Mrs. Milwood, 
and her niece and daughters, those kind friends, 
although they watched her closely, with all the 
care and tendemess of true affection, never 
knew the gnef and remorse that, despite of the 
full assurance of forgiveness and reconciliation 

X 2 
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with ber God, weie giadually piejii^ upcfa her 
delicate frame and almoit exhanated powen 
of yitali^. Maigarita akme knew the tratlu 
LoTiiig Maade with an almeat p«>wionate love, 
ahe hting opon her eyery woord and si^; 
watdied every change in her pale but exprea- 
nye eonntenance, and but too ærtainly knew 
that the time of her departore waa at band. 
Mr. Bolingbroke himself was Kttle aware that, 
in bringing his cberished siater to her farmer 
home, he waa completely re-opening wonnda 
not yet balf cloaed; and still less did he imagine 
that her yisit to Bolingbroke was bastening 
forward the honr wben the firail bonds of mor- 
tality sbould be broken. In former days, 
Maude had longed to gaze once more upon the 
beloved home of her youth ; and she had wept 
as she remembered that it was no longer her 
own ; but now» as her eyes wandered over the 
velvet greenswaid, and the rich woods of the 
beautiful park^ she rejoiced that another pos- 
sessed it ; she knew that within a brief space 
she must look upon it no more. 

On this Sabbath morning, however, Maude, 
deeming herself equal to the exertion, deter- 
mined to accompany her brother and Mai^^arita 
to the sanctuary, and she consequently rose 
earlier than usual. 
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It was a calm, peaceful morning ; all was at 
rest; and not a sound was heard except the 
singing of the birds, which were warbling their 
sweetest lays among the leafy branches, and 
the humming of the bees, as they sipped the 
dew from the scarcely expanded flowers ; and 
Maude would have remained long in admiration 
of the lovely scene, had not the prayer-bell 
roused her, and caused her to hasten to descend 
to the library, where her brother, Margarita, 
and all the domestics, were already assembled« 
Maude had not yet appeared at morning 
prayers, and her appearance created for the 
moment a litde confiision; but Mr. Boling- 
broke quickly placed a chair at his right hånd, 
and then led to it his sister. Breakfast was 
soon despatched, for Mr. Bolingbroke wished to 
visit his schools, and to introduce Margarita to 
his children, as he affectionately called them. 
Maude accompanied them, though rather con*« 
trary to the wishes both of her brother and her 
firiend, who feared for her the result of too 
much £atigue and excitement. The new young 
rector, Mr. Seymour, was himself examining 
the head class of boys when the Hall party 
entered, but came forward instantly to greet 
ond welcome his beloved patron and friend« 
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Margarita was soon employed among the female 
part of the young eommunity, and Maude re- 
mained an interested and admiring spectator, 
till the striking of the clock wamed both teach- 
ers and scholani to repair to churcfa. 

And now, after the lapse ol years. Mande 
once agam took that seat which had been hers 
in childhood. The beauty of the village sanc- 
tuaiy was gready increased since she had wor- 
shipped there. There was, indeed, no attempt 
at splendour, and still less was there anything 
approaching to Tractarian symbolism ; but the 
whole was ajranged as chiurches ought to be, 
''decently and in order.** Maude raised her eyes, 
and beheld the tablet whereon were insciibed 
the names of her father and mother, with the 
addition, undemeath them, of a few lines t^-^ 
^'Sacred to the memory of Annie Lindsay.'* 
The last time Maude had knelt in that church 
was on the Sunday before she and her sisteat 
had quitted Bolingbroke for London, and then 
Annie stood by her side. Now a name was 
added to the list already inscribed upon the 
white marble. Annie was no more. It was in 
vain that Maude endeavoured to regain her 
composure; the remembrance of the parting 
soene between herself and her gentle sister 
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rushed vrridlj upon her mind; and before the 
service was concluded, she was compelled to 
return home. 

A week passed away, but Maude, instead of 
galning strength, as her brother had fondly 
hoped would be the case, dailj drooped and 
£Buied* It was in vain that Edgar Bolingbroke 
procured additional medical advice, and that 
Margarita watched orer the beloved invalid, as 
a mother over an infant. Day by day Maude's 
weakness increased; and though she su£Ssred 
but little pain, it became evident, even to the 
most aanguine, that her days were hastening to 
adose. 

It was ten days aflter her return to her home 
that Maude Bolingbroke held with her brother 
a deeply interesting conversation. Margarita 
was absent, spending the evening with the 
rector's sister ; and tea being over, Mr« Boling- 
broke drew his sister*s sofa near to the window, 
brought her a plate of strawberries, and then 
sat down by her side, evidently disposed for 
conversation. During the aftemoon Maude 
had been admiring the extreme beauty of the 
labumums; ^and ever anxious to gratify her 
slightest taste, her brother had gathered some 
of the finest bbughs, and placed them in a large 
vase, in the balcony opposite the window near 
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wbich Maude geneially leclined upoa her 
eouch« Slie saw these £ur and giacefol floweis, 
the evidmces of £dgar*8 affection« and toining 
towaxdahimahe said: — 

" How you think of all my fanciesy Edgar* 
I shall be entiiely qpoiled; that is to say, if 
Aiint Catherine and Kate have not spoiled me 
akeady." 

'' Spoil yon, dear Mande ! ** leplied her bro* 
ther. " Oh no, I do not think you are so 
easily to be spoiled.'* 

" Not now, perhaps/' was Maode's answer ; 
^* but if you had seen me litde more than two 
years ago, you would have spoken di£Eeiently. 
Oh! Edgar, you cannot conoeive how proud, 
haughty 9 tyraonical a being I was then. And if 
you had but known my bitter cruelty towards 
my sweet sister, you would look upon me 
almoBt with abhorrence." 

''Hush! my dear sister,** repUed Edgar^ 
gently ; '^ I cannot allow you to continue thus 
to accuse yourself. You were wrong, doubt- 
less ; very, very wrong ; but that is past now ; 
it cannot be recalled ; and the remembrance of 
these past events sadly agitate you^ and cannot 
but retard your recovery." 

" My recovery ! Edgar? " said Mande, slowly 
raising her dark eyes to her brother ; '^ surelj 
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jou do not think ^t possible ? Oh no ! 
This is my last summer ; I shall not even see 
the last of those budding roses fade. I know 
you have done, and are still doing aH for me 
that can be done, dear Edgar ; but it is useless. 
For your sake I could almost wish it were not 
so ; you have wished so kindly and eamestly to 
see me re-iastalled as mistress of Bolingbroke ; 
and at one time, I myself felt much joy in this 
hope ; but now, I would rather depart to a 
brighter and better inheritance : Oh ! much 
brighter, much better ! for never, so long as I 
linger upon earth, shall I be able to banish from 
my aching heart the dark and bitter memory of 
those fearful months which I spent in Italy. 
And when, through the attentions of kiad 
friends, I do, for a brief space, forget that sad 
time vnih. its painful events, some simple word, 
or passing scene, totally unconnected with the 
past, Carries me back to that evening, when in 
the deepening shade of twilight, Annie lay before 
me, in all the calm, cold beauty of the tomb ; I 
being her destroyer ! I know that all my sin 
is forgiven, Edgar; that all the dark days of 
my apostasy are obliterated from the book of 
God's remembrance, by the blood of the Lamb 
« slain from the foundation of the world ; and 
that when I meet my beloved sister again, no 
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nrøione^ or reproachi or diought of sepaiatioii^ 
will mar the joy of our reunion; but still 
tliat feeling of døep and bitter penitence and 
sovrow which aprang up in my heart wben 
I gazed on Annie's pale, marble-like faee, as 
she lay dead at Verdenthai, has never passed 
away. And then, too, I recoUect tfaat I have 
been an apostate ; that I have bowed the knee 
to idols; that I have insulted my Saviour by 
seeking other mediators ; and though that, too, 
k no longer mitten ag«inst me on high. yet I 
cannot re&ain from writing, very often, bitter 
things against myself. Only those who hare 
sinned as I have sinned, dear Edgar, can under- 
stand my feelings ; and I know that they vdU 
remain with me through life. If God have any 
more work for me to do upon earth, be can, 
and vrill raise me up again to do his will : and 
I trust, that, in sucb a case, I should be enabled 
oheerfully to return to terrestrial things, and 
to go on in my appointed path of duty ; but 
tell me, Edgar, candidly; do you think that 
I shall live much longer ? " 

For a few moments, Edgar did not answer; 
his heart was too f ull, for Maude was the only 
being on earth with whom he could daim 
kindred; and he tumed sadly away, to gaze 
on the setting sun and the deep shade which 
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tbe noble wocxls threw over tbe park« Maude, 
too^ looked at the bright luminary^ glowing 
like molten fire, as it sank behind the lofty 
siunmits of the Westmoreland mountains ; tilien 
finding that her brother did not replj, she sai4i 
^'Edgar, 70U do not think that / shall sea 
many more setting suns ? " 

'^No^ Mande« dearest, I do not think itf 
For many weeks I have endeavpured to per* 
snade myself that you would yet recover ; but 
now I have ceased to cherish that bope, I do 
believe, my sister, thatj before the long snninxer 
days have passed away« you will have departed 
to that land where 

* EverlastiDg spriiig abides, 

And ^ever•witben^g floweis.' " 

A slight shudder agitated Maude's trembling 
frame as she heaxd tbase words ; and she closed 
her eyes« while a few tears stole down her pale, 
hoUow cheeks. 

^' Maude« dear/' said Mr. Bolingbroke, quick-r 
I79 '^ you do not fear death ? So calmly as you 
have often spoken of it« it cannot inspire ycw 
with terror." 

'^Oh no!" answered Mande; ^^not with 
tercor, but with a feeling of indescribable awe. 
There is something so solemn in death; none 
can go with me into that dark valley ; I often 
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think of those words of Pascal, *Jemourrai 
ieui: " 

''Not so, Maude/' was Mr. Bolingbroke's 
answer ; " you are not called upon to cross the 
river of Jordan alone. Do you forget the 
promise: 'Lo, / am with you always?* and 
again: 'I will come again, and receive you 
unto myself, that wkere I am, there ye may be 
also ; I go to prepare a place for you.' Thou- 
sands of glorified saints who have dreaded that 
solemn and mysterious hour, have found, when 
the waves of Jordan began to swell and roar, 
that One mightier than death came, and said 
to the winds and billows of that last tempest, 
* Be still/ and immediately ' there was a great 
cdhn** Our High-priest has endured the bitter- 
ness of death ; he sympathizes with his beloved 
children, when the bonds of mortalily are giving 
way and heart and flesh are failing; and he 
has promised that ** at even-time there shall be 
light' " 

'' Margarita was comforting me in the same 
way the other evening," replied Maude ; '' and 
I am veiy faithless to suffer such humblmg 
fears to overcome me. But go on, Edgar, you 
cannot say too much on this subject; I shall 
need all the support and consolation that 
earthly firiends can give." 
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. '^ One word irom Jesus can give more sup- 
port and consolation than a thousand volumes 
of human sympathy and human counsel/' said 
Mr. Bolingbroke; ''but I will read to you 
some lines^ which I met with the other day* I 
do not know to whom they are attributed, but 
they are very beautiful : — 

** * At evening time let there be light ; 
Life's litde day draws near its dose ; 
Around me Ml the shades of night — 
The night of death, the grave's repose^ 
To crown xny joys, to end my woes, 
At evening time let there be light ! 

" * At eyening time let there be light : 
Stormy and dark hath been my day, 
Yet rose the mom divinely bright, 
Dews, birds, and blossoms cheer'd the way : 
Oh ! for one sweet, one parting ray ; 
At evening time let there be light/ 
At evening time there shall be Ught ; 
For God hath spoken ; it must be ; 
Fear, doubt, and anguish take their fllght — 
His glory now is ris'n on me ; 
Mine eyes shall his salvation see ; 
^lie evemnff time, and thebe is uaHT.'" * 

" Read them again, Edgar," said Maude, as 
her brother closed the book ; " they are exactly 
suited to my case." 

* By James Montgomery. 
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Mr. Bolingbroke compKed with her requést, 
aikd then Mande said, ^' Now, Edgar, dear, I 
have t^o kindnesses to beg of you : one is, that 
jovL wiU let me return to Colton^ since 'Sophk 
and Mrs« Milwood cannot come here, and I 
must see them once agam; and the other is, 
that you will take me thither^ Hikå remain with 
me there till tbe last." 

" WiUingly, dear i»ster, wiU I do what you 
wish ; but I fear the joomey now will be more 
than you can bear. You are mnch weaker now 
than you were when we left Devonshire." 

" No, Edgar," answered his sister ; *' we can 
travel very quietly, and the soft air of the 
South will be better for ine than these fresh 
breezes, which, whUe they invigorate all around 
me, only inorease my exhaustion. And now," 
she added, after a »hort pause, " I have but one 
earthly wish remainiiig ; and that, dear Edgar, 
is one which I fear cannot be gratified ; I could 
have wished, had it pleased God, to see some 
one, eri^ I die, take my place at Bolingbroke ; 
§Qm^ one yiAtp would love you as you deserve to 
he lovedj ^m» one who would be your com- 
panion ,wd » helpmeet in all your plans of 
beneyojpn^e ; but it is impossible for me to live 
long enough to see such an event as your 
xxi!S^8L^G take place,*' 
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'* I bave long wished to speak to you au ibis 
subject/' replied Mr. Bolingbroke; ''I bave 
made my choice, but wbeiber I sfaaQ be 
accepted is another thittg, and one respecting 
whicb I am doubtfoL I want to know your 
opinioii abont it«" 

'^Tell me first, dear Edgar> of whom jou 
are speaking; but stay^ perbaps I can guess; 
I bare ofteu thougbt of sueb a tbing, and 
knged for it. You cannot but adadre Mar- 
garita?:" 

Edgar'9 brow became clouded as be auswered, 
*^ Then I shail disappoint you^ deao^est Maude. 
I am not tbinking of Majfgarita Ridot ; I do 
admire ber e:sceedingly ; I love ber as your 
faithful fnend, and for ber own sweet qualities 
and unassuming piety ; but I nevet onee tbougbt 
of her as a wife. You must tbink again, and 
tbink of Devonshire." 

" It is Clara, then ! " said Maude. " I re- 
member how beautiful you tbougbt ber« Well, 
dear £dgar, I am quite contemt} sbe is a vety 
laveiy girl in eveiy sense of the word,* and I 
trust that you may soon bring ber to Boling- 
hrcke as its mistress.*' 

'^You are wrong again, dear,*" replied Mr. 
B(^ngbr(»k^ '^ Clara is very beautiful, and 
sbe is a good- and lovely girl ; but I bttve* fixed 
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my affection on Kate. She is oldez than Clara, 
and the very counterpart of her excellent 
mother. So now, Maude, you know the g&n 
which I mean, if possible, to steal away firom 
Rock Cottage. Are you pleased?" 

** More than pleased, dear Edgar ; more thaii 
delightedi" said Maude, while tears of deep 
thankfulness suSused her dark, brilliant eyes. 
•''You could not have chosen better; but I 
always fancied you paid more attention to Clara. 
However, Kate is nearer your own age; and 
her character is more formed than her sister's. 
My only fear is, that she will never leave her 
mother. I never saw mother and daughter so 
tenderly attached to each other as they are; 
and I doubt whether Aunt Catherine would 
like to leave Colton, where she has lived ever 
since her husband's death. If, indeed, she 
would consent to accompany Elate to Boling«^ 
broke, I think no other difficulty would be 
found to exist. Kate often spoke of you with 
approbation, but I am sure she had not an idea 
that she had herself made any impression upon 
you." 

A few minutes* silence now ensued : the moon 
had risen, and was casting her silver radiance 
over the shining lake, and Ae solemn grey of the 
eastem sky. Both brother and sister continued 
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to sit before the open window, while the pale 
moonlight illuminated Maude's pallid counten-' 
ance and the fine manly features of Edgar, and 
the soft evening air was laden with the fragrance 
of the hawthom bloom which mantled, like 
snow, the thickets and woods of the park. At 
length Mr. Bolingbroke said,— 

**Well, Maude, dearest, all being well, we 
will return to Colton ; I will accompany you, 
and speak to Mrs. Milwood, and ask whether 
she will consent to surrender ohe of her trea- 
sures." 

** A treasure indeed ! " responded Maude, 
warmly. "You have well cailed dear Kate 
Milwood a treasure. Now I have no longer 
an earthly care. Kate will be more to you 
than I ever could have been. She will comfort 
you when I am gone, and I hope and trust 
be your wife and companion for many, many 
years. But there is Margarita with Miss Sey- 
mour, coming from the churchyard. Go and 
meet them, Edgar. We have been conversing 
on two of the most solemn events which can 
occur to mortals, and you look quite pale; 
this cool breeze will refresh you: go and 
bring me some flowers from my mbther's 
garden." 

That evening Maude laid her head on her 

Y 



322 THE AUTOBIOGRAPHY9 ETC. 

pillow with a heart oyerflowing with gratitude, 
to tliink that she, who had once believed herself 
to be bereft of all earthly friends, shonid now 
be surrounded by tender and loving hearts, 
who would watch by her till the hour should 
airive when mortality should be swallowed up 
of life. 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

A F£w days after this conversadon^ Maude 
became considerably better; iiuomuch that 
both Mr. Bolingbroke and Margarita began to 
entertain hopes of her ultimate recovery. The 
former would have deferred for a short time 
their return to Devonshire^ for he coidd not 
but flatter himself that the biacing air of the 
north had, contrary to Maude's expectations, 
proved beneficial; and though he was impatient 
to find himself at Rock Cottage, he would wiU- 
ingly have sacrificed his own wishes for the 
good of his dearly^cherished sister. Maude 
alone was not deceived. She knew that this 
sudden accession of strength would be but 
temporary, and accordingly she entreated her 
brother to arrange his affidrs, so that they 
might quit Bolingbroke in four or five days at 
the utmost. She took advantage, however^ of 
this favourable change in her health, to visit 
many well-remembered q^ts \ and several old 
inhabitants of the village received from her a. 

Y 2 
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farewell call. Margarita was rather at a loss 
to account for Maude's calm serenity while 
they drove in a ponj-chaise through the shady 
lanesy or sat by the mountain-streams wbich 
rushed through the wild and tangled woods; 
knowing that almost every tree, bank^ stem, or 
brook, was connected with the departed sister 
who had formerly spent so many happy years 
with her amid these lovely scenes. The sudden 
paleness, the convulsive shudder, the deep sigh 
of anguish, and the flood of bitter tears, were 
no longer to be witnessed when aught of the 
present recalled the past; on the contrary, 
Maude again and again repeated and read from 
Annie*s last letter the words^ ^^ I am gradually 
losing all mental suffering; earth is fading 
away^ and the glorious realities of eternity are 
dawning upon me like the breaking of a sum- 
mer morning," till the letter^ the last memorial 
of Annie's affection^ beeame almost illegible, 
and so wom as to fall into separate parts ; and 
Margarita perceived that earthly joy or sorrow 
had now little power over her friend's heart ; 
the things of time wére ceasing to influence 
her who was standing on the very threshold of 
eternity« Maude often spoke now of Annie> 
indeed it seemed one of her most favourite 
themes of conyersation. She would dellght in 
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telUng Margarita that there she had gathered 
strawberries with Annie^ summer after summer, 
and that under the oak-trees they had plucked 
violets together each smiling spring ; and that 
at the bottom of the vale grew the purest white 
HUes of the valley, of which she had often 
trained a garland for Annie's silken tresses« 
One day Margarita could not forbear asking 
her friend what had caused this marvellous 
change. Maude replied only by taking from 
her pocket Annie^s well*worn letter, and point- 
ing out the words already cited. Then Marga- 
rita understood it all; her newly-bom hopes 
vanished, and she remembered so well the 
similar feeUng which Annie had displayed, that 
she could not possibly doubt respecting the 
issue. The young rector and his sister were 
much grieved to lose their new friends so sud- 
denly; and Miss Seymour, who had become 
much interested in Maude, begged her to 
remain a few weeks longer. But it was useless: 
Maude felt that now, while her strength per- 
mitted, was the time for retuming to Colton ; 
and after taking leave of Mr. and Miss Seymour 
abe retumed to the Hall, to sleep for the last 
time beneath the roof where her early years 
had been spent« 

It waa a glorious evening, and the little 
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party sat in a balcony watching the last linger- 
ing rays of sunset. Below stretched the noUe 
garden, rich in all lorely fioweis and dirubs; 
while broad grassy terraces and stately avenue« 
branched off into the park« On one side lay 
dark solemn woods, almost black in the ad* 
vancing twilight, save where a red buming 
gleam from the western skies shed its radianee 
on the deep sombre green of the forest trees ; 
and opposite, far away in the horizon, the eye 
rested on the wavy chain of the Westmoreland 
hillsy their solemn aspect forming an exquisite 
contrast with the rosy tints yet glowing on 
ibeir summits* 

" Those bilis," said Mande, rather sadly, 
'* hoW familiar they are ! I can remember the 
time when I thought them the boundary of the 
world ; and even when I gazed on Mont Blanc 
and the Jungfran, in all their majestir ; or on 
the towering line of the Apennines, beneath 
their own bright Italian sky, I looked back 
with affection to thosé fair Westmoreland hills, 
sombre and stem beneath the deep blue arch, 
' or clad in a sunny mantle, and glistening among 
the clouds, in the brilliant 8un%ht of a clear 
winter morning. Now I look on them for the 
last time ; I shall never see their purpie out- 
Hnes gilded by thoae golden rays again.'* 
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, ** It matters not, beloved Maude/' said Edgar^ 
preasing bis sister's band : ^' tbe land to wbicb 
you basten is fairer and lovelier tban tbese 
pleasant scenes of youtb. Tbere no son will 
set, np daxkness interpose : 

'< No midnight shade, no douded sun, 
But sacred, high, etemal noon." 

'^ Margarita^" said Maude^ *' do you remem«- 
ber tbe last evening we spent at Yerdentbal« 
bow beautiful tbe mountains looked. and bow 
tbickly tbe auriculas grew over tbe graves in 
tbat quiet cburcb-yard ? We stood tben by tbe 
peacef ul resting-plapes of my Annie and of your 
venerable grandfatber ; '*-"-sbe paused a moment^ 
and tben added : " You will perbaps revisit tbat 
sweet spot some day, Margarita $ but it virill be 
witb anotber companion. You will tbink of 
ine tben, but I sball be vntb my sweet sister 
and my dear motber, rejoicing before tbe tbrone 
of Godj and praising tbe mercy of Him wbo 
bas tbus brougbt me ' out of darkness into bis 
marvellous ligbt** " 

Tbe dews were now fallingi Edgar burried 
bis sister into tbe bouse» and soou all retired to 
their respective apartments« 

On tbe following morning tbe carriage was at 
tbe door by nine o'clock, and Mr* a^d Mi^ Sey-r 
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mour stood at the gate of the rectorj garden^ 
to bid a final adieu to Matide and Margarita. 
The siin shone brighdy on the flowers, and die 
tinj waves of the lake reflected its golden rays 
and the deep blue of the summer morning sky. 
Maude gazed on the grey and ivy-mantled 
turrets of her home, till the clustering trees 
hid them from her sight ; something like sad- 
ness stole over her features as a tum of the 
road brought the travellers beneath a hill which 
shut out the rest of the country from her view, 
and when they emerged from the valley BoUng* 
broke was no longer to be seen. 

Four days elapsed before the traveUers saw 
themselves in Devonshire, and it was die after- 
noon of the fifth day ere they entered the 
village of Colton. Rock Cottage was their 
destination, for the family at the rectory had 
received two additions since Maude^s departure. 
Sophia had given birth to another litde daugh- 
ter, and Mr. Manningford*s sister had arrived to 
take the temporary charge of the domestic 
department. Mr. Bolingbroke had determined 
not to mention immediately his hopes of carry- 
ing away die choicest treasure of Colton, but 
to ascertain, if possible, if there were any chance 
of his being accepted by Kate, in case her 
mother did not object to a separation. 
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The carriage stopped at length, and Mrs. 
Milwood and her daughters were at the garden- 
gate, eager to welcome their beloved friends. 
Kate rushed forward and almost carried Maude 
into the house, while Clara seized Margarita, 
and dragged her forward, her bright, lovely 
face all radiant with smiles at thus recovering 
what she laughingly called the runagates. 
Both Kate and Clara were deceived by the 
appearance of improvement in Maude's health ; 
and they looked forward to nursing her tenderly 
through the ensuing autumn and winter; and 
finally, to behold her eompletely recovered 
when the flowers of summer should again have 
retumed. Mrs. Milwood knew better; she 
had seen too much of the flattering complaint 
wHch was rapidly carrying to the grave the 
once brilliant Maude BoUngbroke, and she 
could not be deceived. Maude was soon rein- 
stated in her old apartment, and before the 
evening closed in, Mr. Manningford and his 
sister called at the cottage with an affectionate 
message from Sophia, and their own welcome. 
. A few days elapsed, and Maude still con- 
tinued to improve, till at length she ventured^ 
to the rectory; and shortly afterwards, she 
accompanied Sophia and her husband to Colton 
Church, and witnessed the reception of the 
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little stranger into the visible Chuich of Chnst 
~the infant being baptized by the luune of 
Annie; and Margarita^ Fanny Manningford, 
and Mr. Bolingbroke, taldng upon themselves 
the office of sponaon« But almost immediatelj 
after this interesting event, the woist symptoms 
of her disease once more revived, and Maude 
was soon compelled to relinquish her visits to 
Sophia, who was now sufficiently recovered to 
drive over to Mrs. Milwood's cottage. 

From this time Maude walked out no more. 
At first her walks had been extended to the 
road near which the cottage stood, then they 
were confined to the garden, and soon ahe 
oould only reach the lawn with the assistance 
of her friends, and there sit and watch the 
white sails as they flitted over the dark blue 
sea. Kate and Clara vied with Margarita in 
tenderly administering to the wants of the ffiid«* 
ing invalid, while Mrs. Milwood watched over 
her with all the care of an affectionate mother* 
Every day found Sophia by the couch of the 
sufferer, and very sweet were the conversations 
which Maude held with this beloved friend, 
Both had emerged from the darkness of Bo* 
manism; and fuUy could both rejoioe in the 
glorious light of the everlasting gospel, which 
had guided their feet into the way of peace. 
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upheld them in the path of righteousness, and 
now spoke joy and comfort to her who trod 
the verge of the yalley of the shadow of 
death. 

** Sophia/' said Maude one day, *^ now that 
I stand on the rery brink of etemity, I »ee 
more clearly than ever the point at which 
Popery becomes deadly error. I see how the 
Saviour is — so to speak — thrown into the back- 
groundy and saints, angels, and self-merits ex- 
alted in His stead; but it will not do: it may 
serve as a substitute through lifQ, when all is 
bright sunshine, but when the clouds of afilic« 
tion and sickness gather around us it avails 
nothing ; and when the hour arrives when the 
earthly tabemacle must be taken down, fearful 
indeed must be the darkness where the Saviour 
sheds not the light of His countenance, and 
affiords not His all-sufficient support." 

As the summer wore on, many yisiters came 
to the tranquil shores of Colton; for though 
not a regular bathing-placei the coast was good^ 
and the sea open, and those families who pre- 
fetred quiet enjoyment to the gaieties of a 
fashionable watering-place — ^frequently chose 
Colton for their temporary residence during the 
summer months. 

One fine aftemoon, Sophia left her little giriø 
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with Mifls Manningford, and set out to visit 
some poor fishennen of her husband's flock, 
who lived on the beach, beneath a range of bold 
rocks which skirted the whole baj. She had 
called at all the cottages which were down on 
her list) and, after bidding farewell to her last 
pensioner, she left the inhabited part of the 
shore, and took a circuitous and lonelj path 
which led to the rectory. She was ascending 
the rocks when she perceived near to her, a tall 
lady, seated opposite the sea, and deeply engaged 
in reading. It was necessary to pass her, and 
when Sophia approached, the stranger raised 
her head. What was her astonishment to 
recognise Mrs. Durant ! Forgetting the differ« 
ences which now existed between them, Mrs. 
Manningford sprang forward to meet her old 
friend, who rose hastUy from her seat, and 
appeared so thoroughly surprised, that for a 
minute she nttered not a word. 

^'Alas! Sophia/' she said at length, ^'are 
you here ? It is the same Sophia, but oh, how 
fallen, how changed ! '* 

'^ I am changed, certainly," replied Sophia 
meekly; ''but I hope not fallen. I rejoice. 
now in the truth as it is in Christ Jesus ; and I 
am a happy wife and mother. When we last 
met, I grant that my situation was a very 
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different one. Maude Bolingbroke was with 
you then/' 

"Unhappy girll'* interposed Mrs, Durant; 
^^she too has abjured the true faith, atleast so I 
am told ; she too has forsaken the doctrines of 
the only true Church." 

*^ She has forsaken the Romish Church/* said 
Sophia> rather indignantly; ''for, happily for 
her, that Church in her hour of need and 
distress forsook her, and thus first aroused her 
from the delusion into which she had fallen.'* 

'' And I suppose she also is happily married/* 
said Mrs. Durant, in a sarcastic tone. 

" No ; ** replied Sophia ; " do you see yonder 
white cottage, almost hid among the shrubs 
and trees ? There reside my beloved aunt and 
cousins ; and there Maude, still Maude Boling- 
broke, is waiting in patient hope for her sum- 
mons to eternity.'* 

*' Is she ill then ? " asked Mrs. Durant, more 
sofdy. 

Tears filled Sophia's gentle eyes as she 
answered, '' Yes, indeed ; her days below are 
nearly ended. After recovering from her fever, 
she left Rome for Switzerland, and there found 
only the cold remains of that sister whom she 
had brought to the grave by her cruelty. 
Another severe illness ensued, from which 
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nothii^ like permanent recoveij ever txxk 
plax;e. Two years have passed since then, and 
she has lingered on, the outward man decaying 
day by day^ but the spirit growing more and 
more heavenly ; and now the conflict is almost 
over, and a few more weeks will close the 
earthly career of our beloved Maude.** 

Mrs. Durant was visibly softened, and she 
asked, *^ How does Maude look forward to that 
solemn honr f " 

'^ With a firm and perfect trust in Jesus ond 
him alone/' replied Sophia. ''I should like 
you to see her; the faith which proved her 
only support and comfort in the time of sorréw 
will not desert her now that heart and flesh are 
failing : on the contrary , all is bright as noon- 
day, and the language of her soul is ibis: 
* Having a desire to depart and be with Christ, 
which is far better.' But we must part now, if 
you will not accompany me/* said Sophia, as 
they came to an opening in the låne ; *^ this 
is my homeward path, and there is my husband 
coming to meet me; allow me to introduce 
him." 

'^ Not now/* answered Mrs. Durant ; ** I will 
see you again. I lodge at that pretty cottage 
covered with jessamine, near the downs; no 
doubt you know it ? " 
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" Yes, I know it well," said Sophia ; " I will 
see 70U again ; , adieu." 

For some hours Mrs* Manningford hesitated 
as to the propriety of infbrming Maude of 
Mrs. Durant's arrival ; but at length she deter« 
mined to do so, fearing that some one else 
might give her the information, and that the 
sudden shock might at once sever the frail cord 
which jet united the almost freed spirit to its 
earthly tafoemacle. The next morning when 
Sophia paid her daily visit to Rock Cottage, 
she gentlj told Maude of her encounter of the 
preceding day. 

Poor Maude was silent, as the brilliant hectic 
faded from her cheek; at length she said: 
^'Even now, Sophia, it costs me a pang to 
remember that sad meeting on St. Katlierine's 
Hill; but nevertheless I should Uke to see 
her." 

'* Oh no, dear, that cannot be," replied Mrs. 
Manningford ; ** the excitement will be far too 
much for you ; indeed we must not allow it." 

'^ You are mistaken, dear Sophia ; I am sure 
that nothing can now disturb my serenity. I 
will not attempt to enter into discussion. I 
should wish your dear husband to be present, 
that he may reply to anything she may urge 
against Protestantism. I only wish to give her 
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my djing testimony — ^a testimony whicli she 
may believe — that now, with death approaching, 
and with perfecdy unbiassed mindy I can cling 
fearlessly to that Rock which the Scriptures 
point out as the sole refuge of the sinner. It 
may be, that my words will be remembered 
when I am laid in the grave. She led me into 
the error from which^ humanly speaking, sprang 
all my sorrows, which brought down to the 
dust my sweet Annie^ and which now brings 
me to a premature grave." 

Accordingly, Sophia, with her husband, called 
upon Mrs. Durant, and after a little hesitation» 
the following evening was fixed upon for her 
visit to Maude. Kate and Clara trembled for 
the consequences of this interview, for Maude 
was now unable to quit the house. Each 
evening the rapid progress of decline was dis- 
tinctly visible ; but no cloud shaded the brow 
of the peaceful sufferer. The weary pilgrim 
had wandered through the desert, and now only 
the sweUings of Jordan separated her from that 
perfect rest which remaineth for the people of 
God. 



CHAPTER XXIV. 

On the aftemoon appointed for Mrs. Durant's 
visit^ Mr. Manningford took his post by 
Maude's couch; not that he considered her 
unable to combat the arguments which might 
be offered by her Popish friende but because 
he dreaded any excitement which might ensue 
from the warmth of manner for which Mrs. 
Durant was somewhat remarkable. The vary- 
ing of Maude's hectic colour, and the unnatural 
lustre of her eye, evinced the reasonableness of 
this fear; and Sophia felt her hånd tremble 
as the step of their old acquaintance was heard 
in the hall. On Mrs. Durant's entrance, Maude 
endeavoured to rise^ but the visiter hastily 
prevented this, and took the proffered chair 
by the side of the invalid. For several minutes 
no word was spoken. Mrs. Durant was much 
affected as she gazed on the attenuated form 
before her ; and tears dimmed her eyes as 
she^found herself scarcely able to recognise 
any of the well-remembered traits of the once 

z 
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beautiful Maude Bolingbroke. Maude, how-* 
ever, felt that time was precioua; and when 
she had replied to the somewhat affectionate 
inquiries of her friend, she said — - 

**Dear Mrs. Durant, I have very eamestly 
wished to see you again ; and I felt that if 
I missed the opportunity, we might not — nay, 
we certainly should not — ^meet again on earth. 
I have been longing to tell you that I do 
not regret the change which took place in my 
religions faith during my illness at Bome^ after 
I had parted from you at Castellano/' 

"Oh! Maude/' interrupted Mrs. Burant, 
" can it be so ? I shed many tears v^hen I 
heard of your lamentable apostasy; but I 
trusted, that now^ vr hen death, as you believe, 
is near, you would feel the insufficiency of the 
erring faith wHch you have resumed, and 
would return, ere too late, a humble penitent 
to the bosom of our mother Church. Dear 
Miss Bolingbroke, you and I have spent many 
happy hours together: by all the affection 
which you once showed me, I implore you, 
even now at the eleventh.hour, to return. I 
can only say return ! this is no time for argu- 
ment." 

"You say rightly," replied Maude; "it is 
too late now for disputation ; indeed, disputa* 
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tion is iinnecessary ; but in this solemn hour> 
when no tongue can lie, no subterfuge avail, 
when tbe grave is open before me, and mortal 
life is ebbing away, I bear witness before God 
and before all men, tbat there is none ' other 
name under heaven given among men whereby 
we must be saved/ but tbe name of Christ 
Jesus. I will not speak now^ dear Mrs. Du- 
rant^ of the errors of Romanism ; my failing 
breatb will not allow it ; but I tell you, tbat, 
standing on the thresbold of eternity, with 
earth fading from my view, and the veil which 
bides the unseen world gradually disappearing, 
^ I know in whom I have believed, and am 
persuaded that he is able to keep that which 
I have committed unto him against that day.' 
The Rock on which I have built my hope of 
salvation is firmer now than ever ; the waves 
of Jordan may overflow their banks, but the 
Rock is secure, and that Rock is the Saviour, 
Jesus Christ; the only and all-sufficient 
Saviour of sinners." 

" Dear Maude," replied Mrs. Durant, " I 
believe that you are most sincere, but oh, are 
you not mistaken ? Is it possible that the way 
laid down by the holy fathers of our Church 
can be erroneous and unsafe, when for genera- 
tions it has been trod by the followers of our 
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religion ? May not your assurance be a delu- 
sion ? Satan is ever busy." 

** No ! " murmured Maude, faintly ; ** oh ! 
no ; it is a clear, bright light, guiding me to the 
heavenly shore ; and day by day as I approach 
that shore, it waxes brighter and brighter." 

*' But/' interrupted Mrs, Durant, anxiously, 
** the light of the Church has guided many for 
ages ; it cannot be safe to distrust it." 

^'The light of Mohammedanism and of 
Brahminism has done the same," answered 
Maude. **I cling to one Light only; the 
light that cometh from God, revealed by his 
beloved Son. My only plea shall be, Jesus 
died to saye sinners ; I am a sinner ; my only 
hope is in his blood and righteousness." 

" Maude ! " said Mrs. Durant, eamestly, *' I 
cannot understand it ; if you should be right, 
I am fatally wrong ; and Annie ? — when she 
departed, was all thus clear with her ? " 

*^ Clear as the noonday," answered Maude ; 
" clear and cahn as y onder glassy sea. I saw 
not the final struggle, but I stood by my sister's 
lifeless remains a few hours afterwards, and 
read on her marble brow the seal of perfect 
peace. That was a bitter hour, but it has 
passed away ; all sorrow has passed away now ; 
one more trial, and 1 shall be etemally at rest«.'* 
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Mrs, Durant's eyes were streaming with 
tears ; she felt as though she communed with 
an inhabitant of another world. She remem- 
bered how she had deserted Maude in her 
bitter grief and adversity; but there was no 
word of reproach on the lips of the dying one, 
not even an allusion to the past. Little more 
was saidy for a faintness came over Maude, and 
Mrs. Milwood insisted on a cessation of con- 
versation, at least for the time. That evening, 
however, proved an eventful one, and far too 
agitating for a feeble invalid. 

Mr« Bolingbroke, Kate, and Clara, went 
into the village after tea, and Mrs. Milwood 
remained alone with her beloved charge. The 
conversation was broken, and carried on at 
intervals. Maude was too much exhausted to 
say more than a few words together ; and Aunt 
Catherine, as Maude affectionately called her, 
sometimes read and sometimes spoke to her. 
The evening was far advanced; twilight was 
spreading its shades over wood and sea, when 
Mrs. Milwood was summoned to another room 
on business. Maude was left alone, and she 
^azed out on the fair, fading landscape, and 
wondered how many more setting suns she 
might see« Soon Mr. Bolingbroke entered the 
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loonu He toede MrkMilwood*s dnir, and diew 
it near to his sister's eoadu 

"Mande, dearest," he said, **! wialied to 
find joa alone : onee mare I mnst speak to jcm 
of earthlj tliii^; <noe mare I call iqpon jon 
to lejoioe in my happinesB.** 

"Yon lunre apoken to Kate, and yøu are 
aeoepted,** said Mande, irith nnire sizength 
tlian die had evinæd for aome Ihnub, the hectic 
fludi, howeirer, mantlmg her hoDøw cheek aa 
she spoke. " Thank God, mj £dgar, jon wiD 
have aae at least to love jon dearl j "when I am 
gone ; and Kate, dear precions Kate ! I ahonld 
have liked to see her jonr wife, bnt that cannot 
be, and it is no matter. Now mj last earthlj 
wish is fnlfilled. Bnt tell me more abont it, 
Edgar.- 

'' I spoke to her mother some dajs sinæ, as 
jon know, dear Mande," replied Mr. Bcding- 
broke ; '' and thts erening, while Margarita and 
Clara stajed behind to speak to the school- 
mistress, I determined to enter npon the snb- 
ject with Kate. She and I were alone; and 
taking conrage, I told her all, and more tfaan 
all which I had previonslj told jon and Mrs. 
Milwood. Kate acted exactlj as I had ex- 
pected, in accordance with her own noUe 
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nature, or rather, I ought to say, with her 
genuine Christian simplicity. She made no 
objection, except upon the point of leaving her 
mother ; and when she found that her mother 
had no dislike to spending a part of every year 
at Bolingbroke, and that I had promised also 
to pay a long annual visit to Rock Cottage, she 
consented to become mine." 

Tears of thankfuhiess suffiised Maude*s eyes 
as she pressed her brother's hånd: "Edgar," 
she said, "I have one thing to say to you. 
The time may come when many dear children 
may gather around you; then, Edgar, when 
you hear their merry, laughing voices resound- 
ing through the old halls of Bolingbroke, think 
of all my wanderings, and errors, and sins, and 
sorrows. Guard them well from the seductions 
of that false and fair-seeming but hollow 
religion, which led me astray. There is now 
another evil added to those which for the last 
three centuries have been acting for the destruc- 
tionof immortal souls; I mean Tragt arianism. 
It is more dangerous than professed Popery, 
because it wears so fair a disguise. One foe 
within the besieged city is more dangerous than 
a hundred without it. Do you remember the 
first whispers of this heresy some few years 
since ? No, you were in America then ; but I 
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well recoUect, before I became a Romanist^ 
both heariiig and reading of this Strange heresy 
when it was yet but a bud. How marvelloua]^ 
it bas shot forth since that time! enchainiog 
the reason and the souls of those from whom 
we hoped better tbings! — Our nobility, our 
clevgy, and numerous members of their flocka^ 
have alike been influenced by this well-devised 
Jesuitical scheme* It should no longer be 
called Tractarianum ; it is but Popery, modi- 
fied and yeiled, in order to delude those whose 
minds are above the reach of that degrading 
superstition which overcomes the judgment of 
the lower classes of society.*' 

'* Since I came to England," answered Edgar, 
'^ I haye had the opportunity of watching the 
progress of error, in two clergymen, of minds 
very di£krently constituted, certainly ; but alike 
in this, that both were men of high mental 
ddtivation and refinement. At first, they only 
complained that the formularies of the Church 
of England were not sufficiently regarded; then 
they began to observe many ceremonies, purdiy 
Romisfa, so that the beautiful ritual of our 
beloved Church became so mixed up with the 
dross of Papistical superstition, that it was 
almost impossible to trace any lingering remains 
of the simplicity of Scriptural Christianity* 
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In both cases the gradual retrogression from 
aimple truth continued, nntil the persons in 
question laid aside the mere name of Protest- 
antismy and openly professed themselves Roman 
Catholics. I am quite dear^ that in the begin- 
ning^ neither of my poor friends contemplated 
such a step even as possible, much less pro- 
bable, but doubtless thej who spread the snare 
anticipated and intended the result. But^ 
Maude/* continued Mr. Bolingbroke, ** though 
I see the spreading evil^ I do not see how the 
tide of error is to be quelled?" 

" Man cannot quell it," replied Maude ; " as 
well'might he attempt to drive back the waves 
of jonder dark sea« One only can say to the 
storm, or the subtlety of human passion, ^ Be 
still ! ' The Mystery of iniquity wiU work until 
the Lord himself shall see fit to destroy it. 
One resource is left to us; we can pray; and 
while we watch over those under our influence, 
we can proclaim the doctrine of salvation by 
Jesus Christ alone, to all within our reach. / 
cannot do this. I have done but little, very 
little — ^more evil, I fear, than good ; yet, in my 
case, one last expedient remains. Let the dark 
pages of my history, dear brother, be known ; 
my surrender to Popery, my mercifiil disen- 
tanglement, and above all^ the faet, that I died 
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abjuring and disclaiming every doctrine of 
Romanism which is not to be found in the 
Word of God." 

** How much better you are, dear Mande," 
said her brother; ^^ that colour is scarcely hectic, 
and youT voice seems firmer than it has done 
for many weeks past: these are surely good 
symptoms." 

Do not be deceived, Edgar/* replied Maude. 

You brought me back again to earth, when I 
thought I had done vdth it, by the delightfiil 
news you told me this evening. The refiection, 
that your hopes with regard to dear Kate were 
not settledy has been for some time my only 
care. You will be very happy, Edgar, with 
such a wife as Kate Milwood will be ; and she 
will take care of my Margarita." 

"No," returned her brother; "we are not 
to have the privilege of protecting Margarita ; 
she will remain with Aunt Catherine, when I 
have carried Kate away, and will assist Sophia 
and Clara in those duties which hitherto Kate 
has shared." 

*' Now, Edgar," said Maude, " you will have 
a mother at last; and such a mother! I do 
not think that you could find her equal, any- 
where in this fair land of England. You must 
promise me, dear brother, to consult her when 
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anything of importance is in a course of de- 
cision. Kate, I know^ would desire it. And 
noWy Edgar, I must be quiet again, I have 
talked too much already ; but I should like to 
see Kate to-night. Where did you leave her ?" 
" She is there, in the garden," repUed Edgar, 
as he looked down from the window and saw 
Kate, Clara, and their mother walking on the 
lawn, and gazing on the flowers now brilliant 
in the moonlight, which tinged the rippling 
waves with silver. Mr. Bolingbroke ran down 
to summon Kate, and for a few minutes Maude 
was left alone. The evening was still, and 
sweetly calm. Two sounds only broke the 
stillness of the hour ; oné, the low murmur of 
the tiny billdws as they roUed upon the shingly 
shore ; the other, the clear musical chime of the 
church clock proclaiming the hour of nine. 
Maude feebly raised herself on the sofa, and 
looked over the wide and placid landscape. 
The blue solemn sea below, the deep azure sky 
above, the dark shade of the leafy trees, and the 
roses around the casement, blushing in the 
lovely moonlight — all was peace; and Maude 
herself was filled with " that peace which this 
world giveth not." The long wearisome joumey 
was nearly ended; sin, sorrow, and confiict 
were soon to cease; the close was drawing 
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nigh ; the night was far spent^ and the day wa& 
at hånd ; and slxe, the faithless, the apostate of 
other daysy was cahnly waiting for her final 
change. 

After a few minutes Edgar retumed, leading 
Kate by the hånd. 

"My sister!" sidd Maude, fervently, but 
ahnost inaudibly; *' I thank God that you are 
about to become the wife of my beloved brother. 
I shall soon^ very, very soon be gone, but dear 
Edgar will not be left alone, he will have some 
one to love him above all other human beings. 
Every wish is now fulfilled. It has been my 
only earthly solicitude, that when I should leave 
Edgar, there would be none to look up to him, 
none to cherish him with a sister's deep affec- 
tion ; now I have no longer that anxiety ; you, 
my beloved Kate, will be all, and more to him 
than I could be. But now I am going to send 
you all away, for I am tired, and it is time for 
me to retire ; '* then, joining the hånds of K^te 
and her brother, she kissed them both, and 
«xclaimed, ** God bless you, and keep you, and 
cause the light of his countenance to shine upon 
you now and evermore. Good-night, dearest 
Edgar ; Kate will come with me to my room, 
and here are Margarita and Aunt Catherine, 
they are come to bid me good-night I suppose." 
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Mrs. Milwood bent over Maude, and as the 
brilliant moonlight shone full on their coun- 
tenances^ Mr. Bolingbroke and Kate gazed 
eamestly on those two sweet faces — Maude^ 
with that holy, unearthly serenity on her pure, 
high brow, more marble-like than ever, from 
the contrast of the råven hair which over- 
shadowed it, and the pale^ glistening moonbeams 
which lighted up the chamber; and Mrs. Mil- 
wood^ with that calm, IcSving expression^ which 
might have illuminated the features of an angel ; 
her clear blue eyes^ fixed with the afiectionette 
gaze of a mother upon the almost ethereal form 
before her. Maude clasped her hånds, but she 
did not speak ; the thought came over her, that 
perhaps for the last time she bade good-night 
to these loving and beloved friends, and for a 
moment a feeling of sorrow called forth a sigh, 
but that feeling was but momentary : two lines 
of one of Annie's favourite hymns came to her 
mind : — 

" Brighter, better friends I have, 
In the world beyond the grave." 

That slight, passing grief was the last which 
ruffled the peaceful breast of Maude Boling- 
broke. 



CHAPTER XXV. 

That evening, after tbe quiet household had 
retired to rest, Kate and Clara sat at the open 
window of their apartm^t^ talking of the future. 
At last they spoke of Maude« 

^'She seems so much better," said Clara, 
hopefully, ^^that I cannot now afaandon the 
idea of her recovery ; her mind is so firee from 
anxiety at present; and that remorse for the 
past, which I verily believe has brought her to 
her present state, is considerably softened." 

" Oh that it might be so ! " replied Kate ; 
''but I fear that you are deceived, dearest 
Clara. I have heard that a temporary restora^ 
tion frequently takes place a short time before 
dissolution, and perhaps it is so now* Dear 
Maude! she has been a dear sister to us, ever 
since she came to dwell at Colton; but I fiilly 
believe that the hour is at hånd when we shall 
behold her no more." Clara wept at the 
thought, and it was long ere the sisters com- 
posed themselves to sleep. 
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The foUowing day was one of the loveliest of 
an exquisite English summer^ and Maude was 
broughtj at her own request, into Mrs. Mil- 
wood's dressing-room, and laid upon the sofa 
in the bow-window, which commanded a beau- 
tiful prospect of the bay, the long line of rocks, 
the woods, and the village of Colton. The 
morning hours were passed as usual. Margarita 
read aloud to Maude ^ while Kate, Clara, and 
Mr. Bolingbroke paid her frequent visits. She 
slept while the family dined; and at about 
three in the aftemoon Mrs. Durant arrived, 
bringing her work-bag, with the intention of 
passing the aftemoon with Maude, who seemed 
perfectly free from pain, and able to converse 
with less exhaustion than had been the case for 
some days. Mrs. Durant and Maude spoke 
much of Annie; they recalled her gentleness 
cmd aflfectionate faithfulness, and tears filled 
Mrs. Durant's eyes, and her proud heart 
swelled almost to bursting, as she remembered 
that she had helped to harden the feelings of 
Maude towards her gentle sister. That un- 
offending, almost martyred victim of unkind- 
ness had long since passed away, and Maude 
herself stood now on the verge of the eternal 
world. As the evening advanced, ICate and 
Margarita^ who were sitting together near the 
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sofa, remarked that Maude must not talk any 
more, as her voice had suddenly become faint. 

Margarita drew near to her beloved friend, 
and| kneeling by her side, attempted to admi- 
nister a few drops of a restcnratiye. She held 
Maude's thin hånd within her own, and felt 
that it was cold and damp as clay. The sal- 
volatile was not swallowed ; the eyes of Mande 
were fixed upon Margarita with an expression 
which that kind friend had seen but twice before ; 
when she stood by the death-bed of her aged 
grandfather, and when she watched the last 
mortal hours of Annie Lindsay. She alone of 
all the party knew that the final change was 
taking place. For one moment she felt thai 
her heart-strings were almost bursting, then 
she remembered that for the dylng one who lay 
before her, all grief, all sorrow was vanishing 
for ever. Whisperingly, Maude spoke the 
name of Kate. 

*' Katie dear, dear Katie ! *' Kate arose, and 
she saw enough to cause her to despatch Claia 
for their mother, while Margarita begged Edgar 
to send some one immediately to the Rectory, 
to summon Sophia and her husband. Few 
words were spoken before they arrired; 
Maude had closed her eyes ; her breathing was 
gradually becoming fainter, and no warmth 
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returned to the cold damp band which Marga- 
rita held clasped within her own. As Sophia 
entered the room, Maude seemed roused from 
the stupor iuto which she had fallen ; a faint 
smile irradiated her countenancey and once 
more those dark eyes glistened with that un- 
earthlj brilliancy which had so long dazzled 
and grieved all beholders, 

" Maude, my dearest sister," said Edgar, 
who had seated himself on the edge of the sofa 
on which she lay, and had raised her head on 
his shoulder, " you are much weaker, is it not 
so?" 

Maude replied not for several moments ; she 
appeared to be gathering strength.to speak — 
and then faintly she uttered — " Now, Edgar, 
you must resign me to God; my earthly 
sojoum is finished — the time of my departure 
is at band; raise me a little higher, dear 
brother ; I must gaze on this beautiful world 
once more," 

The sun was just sinking beneath the wave, 
the quiet murmur of the water was distinctly 
audible, but no one spoke ; the scent of flowers 
came on the warm west wind, and the summer 
birds sang their evening melodies among the 
green bowers of the garden and the surrounding 
woods. All within was silence — tears dimmed 

A A 
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the eyes of all but Maude — and she sat, balf 
uprightly, leaning on her brother's bosom, and 
gazing over the gloriouø sea vdth its løng 
streaks of amethyst and crimson, and the clear 
blue heaven above^ all cloudless and unruffled 
as its liquid mirror below. 

" Verdenthai," murmured Maude faintly ; 
and Margarita understood the allusion, and she 
said, ** Yes ! on just such a lovely day as this 
has been, our dear Annie resigned her mortal 
breath ; you will soon see her now, Maude." 

'^Yes/' retumed Maude, speaking rather 
more strongly, " I shall see my Annie, but Oh I 
that is not all ; even as she said when the icy 
hånd of death was upon her, My eyes shall 
soon, very sooUy behold the King in his beauty, 
in the land once far off, but now so close that I 
tread its very threshold." 

" There is a glorious company in that land,*' 
said Mrs. Milwood, '^a glorious company of 
angels and archangels, and the spirits of just 
men made perfect; the prophets of olden time; 
the saints of ancient days; the martyrs who 
wear their bright crown for ever and ever before 
the throne of the Lamb ; and above all, Jesus, 
the Saviour, the only atonement and mediator, 
the crucified, the exalted, the glorified! A 
little longer, Maude dearest, perhaps but one 
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fleeting hour — ^it may be less — and you will 
join that everlasting chorus, and swell the song 
of Moses and the Lamb; and again a little 
while, and we who are assembled here must 
tread the dark valley of death; and then may 
His hånd guide and lead us to perfect, everlast- 
ing rest." 

While Mrs. Milwood so spoke, something of 
Maude's former beauty seemed to return ; her 
cheek bumed again With a flush of crimson 
like the roses that bent their fair pink petals 
over her from th« open window ; her eyes were 
suffused with a light that spoke of joy, of 
more than joy, almost of ecstasy, as she ex- 
claimed — ^^ Yes ! I tread the brink of Jordan, 
but I am not alone ; my heart and my flesh are 
failing, but * God is the strength of my heart, 
and my portion for ever,' I shall see my 
mother, my Annie ; but above all, my beloved 
Saviour ! who brought me out of the darkness 
wherein I lay, into his own marvellous light. 
I am going to meet him, to dwell with him 
for ever, to sing, — * "Worthy is the Lamb that 
was slain' — to join those Hallelujahs," and there 
she stopped, as if the opening prospect of 
glory overcame her yet mortal vision. Mrs. 
Durant drew nigh — she was pale as the lilies 
, A A ^ 
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which clustered beneath the willow-trees in the 
garden below. 

" Mande,** she said, " dear Mande, I conjnie 
yon to tell me if not one donbt douds this 
calm, joyful passage to etemity." 

"Not one doøbt — not one shade,** re- 
plied Mande; "all is dear as the noontide. I 
leave it as my dying testbnonj, that Christ 
aicme is the way, the tmth and the life — ^he 
only can bring sinneis to Crod — he only is my 
salvation and my desire ; nothing but his blood 
can atone for sin—^esns only can open the 
gates of heaven, and lead his children safely 
through the swellings of Jordan« God bless 
yon, Mrs. Durant,*' she added, with sudden 
ferYour, "may he guide you aright. Leave 
the doctrines and devices of men; read the 
Scripture ; implore the guidance of the Holy 
Spirit, and when, like me, you come to a dying 
bed, all will be well. He who has guided 
you with his counsel, will bring you unto 
glory." 

It seemed that this last effort exhausted the 
dying frame of the departing Mande. The 
flush left her cheek, and her eyes closed again. 
Her brother wiped the damps of death firom 
that still sweet countenance ; and mentally he 
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prayed that no final struggle might agitate the 
passing spirit. 

The sun had set, the low tinkling of the 
sheep-bells upon the downs, and the continuous 
murmur of the high tide alone sounded in 
that silent chamber, where all but one were 
mourners, and that one, with death on her 
brow, and peace in her soul, was waiting only 
the summons to depart, and be for ever with 
the Lord. A. smile of unutterable afiection 
lighted up the countenance of Maude, as she 
met the tearful gaze of Mrs, Milwood. 

" My mother ! my more than mother, we 

shall meet affain. God bless you," she con- 

tinued, "and bring you to his etemal joy." 

Mr. Bolingbroke bent over his sister, and re- 

peated those lines which onee before had 

consoled her in the prospect of the last great 

conflict — 

" At evening time there shall be light." 

Maude lay perfectly still ; a faint and almost 
imperceptible breathing alone proclaimed her 
an inhabitant of this world of sin and sorrow ; 
but once again she opened her eyes, and fixing 
them on her brother, said feebly, and with a 
smile that a seraph might have wom — "It's 
evening time, and there is light." 

**The light of earthly day is fading fast 
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away,** said Edgar ; " but for you, my beloved 
sister^ a light has arisen which shall ever 
shine gloriously; your sun shall no more go 
down, nor your moon withdraw itself — ^the 
Lord himself — the Lord Jesus, is your ever- 
lasting light, and the days of your mouming 
are ended." 

Maude spoke again, but it was in the faintest 
whisper, and only Edgar heard the words — " I 
see a light," she said; "it gleams brightly 
across the billows, and each moment it is 
clearer and nearer ; I am ahnost at home." A 
long, solemn silence ensued ; there was still the 
noiseless breathing that proclaimed the ex- 
istence of mortal life, and Mr. Manningford 
knelt down, and read the prayer for the dying, 
from the Liturgy of the Church of England. 
When he ceased, no one spoke — Sophia started 
as her husband concluded, and, rising from her 
knees, she stooped to impress a last kiss on 
the cold lips of her dying friend. Her name 
was faintly spoke — " Dear, dear Sophia^' — ^but 
no word f urther was heard. Those who gathered 
roimd that dying couch, saw that she communed 
no longer with things of earth, and almost 
breathlessly they awaited the last fiuttering 
sigh. Once again Maude looked up, but she 
seemed unconscious of the presence of her 
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friends — ^inaudible sentences yet quivered ou 
her trembling lips — ^Edgar and Margarita bent 
forward to catch the sound ; they heard only — 
**safe on Canaan's side" — and tben all was 
mute; but an expression of awe and wonder 
spread over that face of mortal pallor, as if tbe 
soul breaking from her fetters of elay, gazed 
on glories too resplendent for aught which 
retains any bond of mortality. They who stood 
around, doubted not that she saw the King 
in his beauty, and the dazzling multitude sur- 
rounding his great white throne; then awe 
and wonder seemed to pass away ; and a smile 
of perfect love and bliss broke slowly over the 
marble features; and ere the beauty of that 
smile could fade away, the spirit of Maude 
Bolingbroke had departed. 

Margarita placed her hånd on the heavy 
eyelids, and Mr. Manningford said slowly and 
solemnly — " Oh Lord, we give thee hearty 
thanks for that it hath pleased thee to deliver 
this our sister out of the miseries of this sinful 
world," then led his weeping wife from the 
room. 

It was long ere Margarita arose. She con- 
dnued to gaze as if in a dream, on the placid 
features of the dead — the moonlight streamed 
full on that lifeless form^ and the faint evening 
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breeze gently moved tlie dark wavy liair that 
shadowed the cold wbite brow. Conld tfaat be 
all that remained of Mande, her beWed Mande, 
over whom she had watehed for more dian two 
jears, with the tendemess of a yoong molfaer 
for her first-bom ? It was eren ao — ^tfae weaiied 
frame was at rest now, the laat stain of sin had 
departed, and the freed apirit was rejoicuig 
before the throne of God ! Margarita remem- 
bered Annie, and her beWed grand&ther; 
they, too, had passed into life immortal, and 
now, she thought, as her eyes fell again on the 
lifeless but yet lovely conntenance before her, 
they have met ; and oh, how insignifieant mnst 
all the trials of this Ufe appearl A glorious 
Company indeed are they who sing their etemal 
Hallelujahs in heaven, a mtdtitude that no 
man can number, and all redeemed, all sanc- 
tified by One. 

A few more days elapsed, and the mortal 
remains of Mande were committed to the dnst, 
there to slumber tiU the morning of the resor* 
rection. By her own desire »he wbs laid in 
Colton chnrch-yard, beneath the spreading oaks, 
where she had once loved to sit with Margarita, 
who now felt the spot to be doubly sacred. 
She oftcn lingered there till the gray tower of 
the church threw its shadow along the moanlit 
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turf; and one evening particularly^ she sat 
musing by that loved grassy mound^ recalling 
to memory each word and smile of her who 
slept beneath. She remembered the evening 
when Mande first came to Verdenthai ; her 
subsequent illness; she retraced the scenes of 
the foilowing winter, the death of her parent 
and pastor, the journey to England, the sojoum 
at Winchester, Thomcliff, Colton, Boling- 
broke, and finally, Colton again, where Mande 
had resigned her breath. 

" Beloved Maude ! " exclaimed Margarita, as 
she rose to tum homeward, " Very dear and 
precious thou wert to me ; but I would not, if 
it were possible, call thee back again to earth ; 
thine was a bitter cup, but there was sweetness 
at the last; and now, oh, how bright! how 
glorious must be thy blessed inheritance; for 
God himself hath wiped away all tears from thine 
eyes, and hath welcomed thee to that rest which 
remaineth for them that are His.** 

The history of Maude Bolingbroke is now 
concluded. Her happy childhood; her youth, 
with its sins and sorrows, its grief and its 
remorse; her merciful deliverance from the 
fetal errors of Popery; her joy and peace in 
believing; and her final victory over the last 
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enemy^ have all been set fortil. Her story, 
therefore, is ended; and if, by the Divine 
blessing, it should put any of those into wbose 
hånds it may fall on their guard against the 
insidious wiles of Popery or Tractarianism, or 
should confirm them in their attachment to 
their Protestant faith, it will not have been 
written in vain. It may not, however, be 
uninteresting to the reader to know somewhat 
of the subsequent history of her beloved friends 
and relatives. 

A few months after Maude's death, Edgar 
Bolingbroke brought home Kate Milwood as 
his bride. Mrs. Milwood and Clara spent much 
of their time at Bolingbroke, and for several 
years Edgar and his wife paid a long summer 
visit to Colton. Clara remained with her 
mother till her death, which took place within 
about three years from the time of Kate's 
marriage. Calm and peaceful as had been those 
of Maude, were the last hours of the excellent 
Mrs. Milwood. She suffered little except &om 
weakness. Her children, and her niece Sophia, 
were gathered round her when she expired; 
and though those who survived her shed many 
bitter tears, and though it was long ere they 
smiled again, each could, nevertheless, exclaim, 
with sincerity of heart, " The Lord gave and 
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the Lord hath taken away, blessed be the name 
of the Lord." 

Edgar and Kate would not allow Rock Cot- 
tage to pass into other hånds. They established 
there two of Mrs. Milwood's old servants, as 
housekeepers, and promised Mr. and Mrs. Man- 
ningford to spend a few weeks of every year at 
Colton. 

Clara took up her residence with her sister, 
spending, however, much of her time with 
Sophia, until she became the wife of Mr. Sey- 
moiu*, the rector of Bolingbroke. 

Sophia could never look on Maude's grave 
without feelings of the deepest gratitude. She 
too had professed that dark, false religion ; but 
she had been rescued from its fatal snares with- 
out the bitter anguish which had desolated poor 
Maude's spirit. She looked back to the day 
on which she had first met Maude Bolingbroke 
in the Winchester convent. Maude was then 
beautiful to behold. The rich crimson of her 
cheek rivalled the roses of the South; her 
bright hazel eyes shone with a light un- 
dimmed by care or sorrow ; and her thick, jetty 
ringlets waved in luxuriant profusion. Then 
Sophia's thoughts tumed to that meeting in 
the church at Thomcliff, when, in the pale, 
sorrow-stricken invalid, she had failed to recog- 
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nise her once lovely friend ; and yet the Maude 
of Thomcliff was, in reaKty, far lovelier than 
the Maude of Winchester. K the transforma- 
tion of appeaxance had been wonderfol, douhlj 
so was the renovation of soul ; and when Sophia 
looked down upon the wUd flowers that bloomed 
over her friend's quiet grave, she felt doubly 
thankful — thankful for her who slept beneath, 
and thankful for herself, brought, as she had 
been, into the glorious light of the everlasting 
Gospel, and richlj blessed by as much earthly 
happiness as may fall to the lot of mortality. 
She might have been buried in a cloister, 
ignorant of the real nature of Christianity, never 
seeing the fair face of nature, nor hearing the 
sweet voices of young children ; but God in his 
mercy had saved both body and soul from such 
a fate. She was a wife and a mother, honoured 
and honourable, loving and beloved. Far away 
from the giddy pleasures of the world, her life 
glided onwards — calm, useful, happy; peace 
within and peace around her. 

For Margarita; — she remained for some 
months with Sophia, but the tie which boundher 
to England was broken, and she pined for her 
own native Switzerland. Many old friends yet 
remained at Yerdenthal. The pastor there had 
been the friend of her youth. She was invited 
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to return, she accepted the invitation, and once 
again her eyes beheld the green valley, with its 
woods and mirror-like lake, the aged parsonage, 
and the old grey village church. Many tears 
were shed over two grassy mounds in the ancient 
church-yard ; but they were not tears of sorrow, 
for the loved ones were at rest. She heard 
often from her friends in England. Sophia 
became the mother of five fair children, and 
never lacked matter of correspondence with 
Margarita coneerning the welfare of her little 
ones. One young stranger only wandered 
through the wide halls of Bolingbroke — ^a daugh- 
ter, who bore the beloved name of Maude. 
Edgar did not forget the injunctions of his 
departed sister. He knew that the best way 
to exclude evil, is to pre-occupy the vacant 
ground with good ; and he sought, by the bless- 
ing of God, to sow in the mind of his precious 
child the seeds of pure Gospel truth, so that, 
in after years, no remorseful sorrow, no bitter 
agony for despised mercy, might mar the peace 
of the second Maude Bolingbroke. 
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